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| PRICF ON 8 SHILLING. 


PREFACE. 


Th IS Mir hawing been mew ſucceſsfully publiſhed for eight 8 
yeare paſt, under the patronage of a generaus pul it af pears 
ain at the beginring of a new one; with the miſt grateful ; 
 ecinowledgments for the faworabl» reception of the foregring | 

Editions, ſoliciting a further continuance of their regard, ns ens. - 


deavouring every year 4 to recreate and improve. 5 


> io | THE Prupricrors, 1 3 on this per formance, fudy to f 
ſelect the m ft amuſing and entertaining SONGS, Tc. ſo that 0 

thing herein ſhall be admitted that will nat ones an . 
| _ ta the convivial beur, | | 


| THE Pups! als this opportunity to return their un- 

| feigned thanks to their kind correſpondents, and deſire a continu= 
ante of their Favours, fer the better FRE this publication” 

With genuine matter. | 


A2 


TO CORRESPONDENTS, 


et. — 1 am 


w. K. is forry't to fern lus generous corredponteats that 
through ſome. accident many Songs have been miſlaid, in 
conſequence o which, it 1s not in his pewer to judge 


the three Prizes—but hopes they will not withold their 


Far ors or Produttons, for next year he will, (if the Cor. 
reſpondents can obiige him with Copies) "adjudge the 
Prize —or as there is likely to be a ſecond Edition, he will 

ad judge the Prize, if ſent by the 1K of ps 1795. 


VII 1 141 and Ses and a new Song from Mr. Wy, 


Toox, Jun. is all we can produce, except thoſe that we 


wrote dun fub Joh We cannot approve of. 


We are forry that the cood talents of the Cann who 


f:7ns his name Citizen, is not put 0 better ns . 


10 or med lum laſt year. 


Ve ww mn to 3 the Lady that ſent BY elegant Poetry, 
F WV tich ſhe ſ᷑iles u 10NT, is not ac AF teil for a ; publication 
of this Kind, but would do beter tur a Magazine —therte 
tore, me ma Y have It again by applving at tne Pi inting- 
Ort ce — hohe tor ner further corre pondeuce, as we are 
convinced ot ber ? Cit abilities. 


ry 


thinks it fun n to fend . Iti 


Por! 11. pd the 1 Er fon ! 4 128 igns H. ie 24 11 25 fLob Muri 
* 
1111 


— 
inſertions but we 


* 
C 
it 


hold fuch mumblting fellows in chatempt, and thould 1 


laugh. to ſee hin ſever ely expoicd * 4 K ** | 
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| DESCRIPTION 


or THE NEW BUILDING, STILL CALLED | 
- Drury Lane Theatze, 


Arrzorcn the foundation and great part of the main 


walls were finiſhed ſome time ſince, and had, therefore, the 


advantage ot drying and ſettling, the internal parts of the | 
theatre have been compleated wit uncommon expedition. 


The ſame circumitances which inter:upred awhile the for- 


warding the theatre, rendered it impoiibl: to proceed on the 
dullding around, which, together with tlie theatre, will 
form one great and complete plan, ſtanding foremoſt in the 
tank of public edifices in the metropolis. 1 


The convenience and ſafety of tlie public, will, beſicdes, 
be Fry effectually provided for, by covering ths footway 


Vith a colonade of the Grecian tonic order, affording neter 


below, and at the ſame time formin a terrac': rg the 
vindow of the theatre above ; wich, when lecuret with 
ornamental iron-work, and light-d by a number ot lamps, 
intended, will contribute greatly to th: elegance of the _ 
pprarance. The plan will include an area of upwards of 
120 feet in length by 155 in breadth, and the height of the 

- Vilding, from the fubſtruction to the roof, is 118 feet. 
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E 


The bu! lehings wie. 1 ſit rround the theatre are ſaced with 
Port) ie! fone, and will L: anifhedl with a balluſtrade. The 
theatic. Which ris anove tem, is to be faced with ſtone, 
and Feil. da with abulluitrade alſo. Through the roof r ft; 
atvrict. ming a lers 3 vert Jutor, ard a ſtair caſe, which 
Eads to the ter: ic, on the-rcof. On the funim! t is placed 2 | 
figure Of polo. nor than ten feet high, which is to be 
remove. to tie watt tront Warn — — re placed by 
ond Ot Size fprar. 


In accommodat ons for th- ſtage are upon a much larger 
cal tluun tot ot any other tlicatr- in Europe. The apen- 
ing for the ſcenery is « z KSt WIe ad; 28 high; aſter which 
tlic Fainer and mech aniſt I wa ? arge pace ot $5 8 
in wide! C2 134 ler ol 1, and 110 in li _*.t, for the Exert.ons - 


Or tlieir re eſpettive ab; „ties ; 


In the roof of tli tlieatre are contained, befides the barrel 
Jeit, ample room for tin ſceve -Palnters; and four very large 
Tefervo.:s, from. wich water is diſtributsd over every part 
of the liouſe, tor the purpoſe of inflantly extimgui iching the 
fire, in ary Dart where ſuch an accident is pol * : at the 
ſame tine tue grate preeuutions have heen uſed to prerent 
ary tuck misſortane, by: the ap: hcation of ever kind of ſe. 
CUrity that expence ard ingenuity can ſuggelt. Peſs 
other precautions, m on curtain has been contrived, which 
„n an; ich oc aſio. Would CONT! 515 atly pre Vent JM commu- 1 
nicattor Urterten t. aulicne: and Rag, Where ent 
accidents by nre have been KNOWN te” , 


The aadlenc- part of tlic t Reatre 18 formed nearly en 2 
fen. reu lar plan. It contains 4 P: it, eight boxes on each 
fide (f tie pit, tro rows Of boxæs abo. the m, and two g 
Jeries whic Omar 4 a full viev. oi every part t of the tate. 


(Cn 1 O1 K Fallbrics are two m RE rows of koxts, 


G- 
xiſiug to à Cove, W:1iC1-15 ſo cont? d as to form rue C: 
Cicenlum, or that paft 


ling into complte- Cirsla. I. 1 75 

Of tlie Rage Which 5 Locus <q by een the curtain on 
the orcheſtra, is Rid up with boxes but without an) ww 
door, or ti. u. al addition of lar e celumns. The boxe 
are furn ifacd with chairs in the front rows, and belünd Win 


"1 vii "4 


benches, Tue trimming and covering are all of blue 
velvet. | | | | 1 


a 92 


The corridors which ſurround the b are ſpacious, and 
communicate with each other by means of ſtair-caſes in the 
angles of tlie theatre, At the Weſt end of the theatre there 
is a very large {ſemi-c:rcuiar room, opening by an arch to 
the corric 'ors, and having nre places in it and bar rooms, 
from which the company may be ſupplicd with refreſhments. 
"There are alto large ſaloons on the Nortij and Soutir tides of 
the t1e2tre, and allo handſome ſquart o: one of which 
is inte nd. a tor his Majeſty, and the other tor the Prince of 
Wan 'zheſ- rooms are fitted up in 55 modein tilte, with 


large fandom panncs and ælufes, und are aud be ot a 


dre at de-. 10 ot decorat on, which is r rd to intt oduced 


«a on a, tir OFaUMents can b. ta . a . nn. the art * ho 


are engaged in the ee on of them. 


The de 3 e the theatre are in a ſtile entir-ly new, 
and haue a rictinefs. of cttect, ard at the ſame time a fim- 
Plic.tx, "oh ich gratifies tlie cye without interfering with any 


ol the decorations on the age. The ceiling is painted in 


compartments of one colour only, and the ſame ſtyle of 
1. ng pieyiils through the decotation of the ralleri ries. 
The front and {atides of the boxes have a clear blue colour 
for the ground, ricl. eld ornamented in c1;ar0-0bfcuro. I 


The diſterent rows are 1 0800 by ſilver columns of an- 
tiqus roms, and the cut-Slaſs luſtres are attached to theſe 
columns by Iver brackets. In the gentre pannels, on the 
front of the, boxes are introduced paintings, by Rebecca, 
trom tig de ſubjects. Beſides the flver columns which 
ſupport the hoxes, there are tour principal ſquare, but ſmall 
Pellars, mich ſupport the ceiling, and are decorated with 


loxinz-7lifs. The found-toard or. coiling of the proſce- 


nium is painted in _compartinents, and in the front of the 
proſcenium is introduced tlie Royal arms, with erung 
and otlier Rajrable ECCOMpaniments, | | 

The entrancęes to the 8 „Il the hell in Parliament 
is pending, necefaril) tall ſuort of the convenience which 


( viii 


Winnie | From Rufii-Rrecerhere are weben dtimm;s 


into a large hall, decorated with columns; another entrance 
_ which leads to the gallery EO and alſo a private ene 


trance tor his —— 


| on the other fide of the theatre, next Pr 
the ſame entrances are repeated; but, till the new ſtreet, 
(which is to be called Wooburn-ſtreet) is opened, theſe 
can only be approached by toot-paſſengers, or by company 


in chairs. As a chair-door, the box entrance on that fide 
1s at pri ſent more compl-at than any other public building 
| in London. There are five other entrances to the theatre, 
alſo incompleat, one NEXT Bridges- ſtreet tor the pit, one for 


the boxes, two tor the mY and one in . lane * 85 


the ſtage. 


According to the plan, i it will be ls firſt a 4 com- 


pleat edifice of the kind in . an wy the cap 
in wes it ſtands. | 


ito 


| A watchman I am, and I knows all the round 63 
As old goody Jenkins was ſnoring away 80 
A weddings a wedding the univerſe over 1 36 


„ hep. Þ 


| Balmy pledge of love ſincere 119 


Bright chanticleer proclaims the dan 32 


Britannia ſtill boaſts herſeif Queen of che main 14 


| Churchwarden I've been—let me ſee ? very 54 
Come all you loyal Britains, awhile give 60 
Come liſten, my friend, to an old dog's „ 
Come, friend ſheer off with your ſlack Jaws 89 
Come let us raiſe the war-like la 115 
Come liſten awhile and I'll ſing you a ditty, 143 
Country Dances for 1795 e 


Deſcend, ſome warring angel = 24 
Fair Flora, the pride of the daiſy-deck'd vale 1575 
From lathering __ beating ms * 67 
, How ſweet with my charmer to kiſs _ 18 
Here's nuts of all ſorts, very fine— 107 
Heave, my lads, and bear aſhore 47 
Hark! hark! Eliza's tuneful voice 5 
5 Hark ! hark! the muſic— mm + 
In the land of Hibernia young Pat how. 114 
In frolic dance and mirthful glee 96 
I'll ſing but hold—firſt let me give you a toaſt gt 
If ever a ſailor was fond of good ſport 656 
In ſpring when the cowllips adorn the green 41 | 
Jonny met me t other day 128 
Lord Efngkam kick'd the Armada down "op 
Let ſons of {loth dream time away „„ 
Loet bucks of the town praiſe their fine ladies 103 
Let ſons of ſlaughter ſhew their ſkil! 105 
Let's advance—we ſee no 3 | - 
Lodoiſka wide o'er the world T7 
Let Phyſtonomiſts ſay all they can 28 
My jovial friends, with ſocial glee, 5 5 


16 1 


Dear women, and vine, are the pride of = _ 


My friend is the man I wou'd copy thro' life 74 

My name 1s tight Phelim, Pm come from >, 0 
My Nanny, tho' thou can't not boaſt 94 
My name's Harry Halliard, I care not a fig 13s 


C Now wanton gales perfumes the glade 77 


| Of horſes, and hounds 


| Then farewell thoſe days of glory 


Ini _ 


On May-day morn as thro? the meadi in ſearch 124 


$ 
Oft has the world been well defin'd 3 
Och! joy to you, Paddy, my jewel, my boy, 03 1 
On April the firſt I ſet off, like a fool $5 -- 
O'er the vaſt ſurface of the deep 44 
Our line was formed, the French lay to SY 


O dear, what will become of us? | 
_ Odiblood! what a time for a ſeaman to ſeulk | 62 


pierre Savetier is from F rance juſt arrived - | 77 
Fatrons of Genius * Ye, whoſe aweful trown 26 


T Ralph,—Uds! nigs; prichee what dos't think. 83 


. Say, have you ſeen young Sandy fair | 37 ; 
Says my father, ſays he, one day to 4. «cc, DA 
Su eet bird that cheer'ſ the heavy hours 2 
Some call the world a Lotter 1 


. To Ve: aus b and 3 thoſe ſpirits Heine 73 


The Romans in England they once did uy” 56 


las on Chriſtmas Day 59 
The Yarmouth roads are right Shed ö 
T was a beautiful night and the ſtars 55 


Tom Careleſs was odd, like a genius, ſome 109 


k Tho? Old England, cried William invites me 116 


| Toaſts and Sentiments — 298 
Tho' my dad J muſt own is but poor | 1 
To goſſip about I'm often inclin d 122 


Ihe beaux of our village are ſmart and look 123 


The gallant ſailor plows the deep 
The pleaſures of May 


INDEX. 


5 The foldiercladin warlike amm . 132 
I ̃ be ſea was calm, fair Suſan's fears was o er 15 
The morning ſmil'd ſerenely gay. „„ 
Tho late — early do I pad — 0g 
= Tom Tackle _—— x 


Vat brought 1 me to Londre? ? Bon—dat you | 83 
When May- ſcented zephyrs . gladucls 39 | 


When at Bellona's loud alarm, "02 - | 


When 'tis niglt and the midwatch is come 72 


When fair Suſan I left, with a heart full of woe 16 WO 


When to London firſt came in 92 
Who better knows the world than 101 
When Flora round her mantle ſpreads „ 


When in war on the ocean we meet the proud 100 


When I was a chit, juſt got into my teens, 111 | 


When whiſtling winds are heard to blow 117 
When Donald firſt came wooing me 113 


When France, grown rebellious, gave death 120 * 


Why, Daughter 'tis true, yet like you 133 
When folks meet together diſſentions to ſow 137 
Wny Molly, dear girl, do you —— _ 


Would you with for to know RD 


Ty We ſwear, and all our hordes around 8 1 


8 ve lads, of the love of your country poſſeſr d 4 ö 95 
Ve youths, whereſoever ye wander ſo free 110 


Voun 8 Harry would a cournng go 150 
You Gentlemen of England, | 
Ve ſtreams, that round my priſon creg 23 | 


Four claims to ** grauinde | 


| ANNUAL HARMONIST, 
HIM OF THE NIGHT. 


A NEW SONG. 
| [Arete on turpefe fer es Win, 


'BY WILLIAM TOON, u, 
| Fune=HEArTS vr Oak. 


Barraxxla ſtill boaſts herſ el? Queen of tus niain, 
| For Gallia's proud navy ſubdu'd 18 again z | | 


Triumphant ! ſ:e France on her banners appears 
Ser Nr foes fraught with rage intermingled with fear 7 
Leu join in thi; fog, honeſt Britons, wth mey 
May our foes find us Ready, | 
| Let's ever be rei v, | | 
To maintain cur fgre-eminence oder Le ſea. 
| Kees in, Te | 


B 


r 
; Proud France in vain threatens our iſle to invade, 

Jo notice ſuch threats would a Briton degrade-; 
But ſhould they attempt to approach near our more, 1 
We will conquer or never return to it more. N 

5 F er Britors ſhall er be united and free, 
| In the juſt cauſe be feady, 8 
1 Refs/ute and ready, 
To maintain their þre-eminence c o- the ſea. 
For Britons, c. 8 


Let inteſtine diviſions never ſully our iſle, 
May faction's intrigues on its vot”ries recoil g _ 
Let firm unanimity re:gn in its place, 
And traitors receive their deſerved diſgrace. 
With one woice, then each Briton, will aeg be, 
Conf. und Revolution, 
Mo neu Conflitution, | 
| Shall make aus revolt from our Church and our "Ks 2 
With one voice, Sc. 5 


j 
F 
1 
„ 
1 


Then « drink t to the King, and foccefs to the Fleet, 
Who ſo lately with thunder th Carmagnols'did greet ; ; 
May we ſtill reign triumphant upon the wide main, 
And chaſtiſe all our foes till lov'd- peace we regain. | 
> Then join in this ſong honeſt Pritons with me. 
5 May car foes find us ſteady, 
Let's ever be read | 
To maintain our fre-eminence over the ſeas | : 


Ten juin, Cc. 


ulis aun u. 
BY s. 5. 
2 rote on P ef, for _ Work) 


RECITATIVE- 


; 1. E Ton was G fair Susan“ ü were ober, 


| Slie faw with joy the ſhip approach the ſhore 3 


In which ſhe hoped her faithful tar might be 
R:turn'd as conſtant as he went to ſea; _ 
He anxious to behold his native land, 85 
With rapture ſaw his SusaN on the ſtrand: | 
Ide handkerchief, her gift, he then diſplay d, 
While thus tranſported, ſang the charming maid. 


| ns. 
"Bras HAPPY ISLE, 


O welcome, welcome to my arms, | 
My WIr LiAn once again; 
No more encounter wars alarms, 

But here with me remain: 
1 8 The conflict's o'er then why purſue, 
That doubtful path the ſea 
| u never with to part from you, 
"Then do not ou from me. 


32 


1 6 1 


0 6 day in which my Jeas 
Quits the dread tempeſt's rage; 
. To raiſe my hope, diſpel my fear, | 
And every grief alſuage. 
> Tl: en never, never more purſue 
The dangers of the fea, _ 

131 never wiſh to part from yon, 
5 Then do not you from mie. 


BECITATIVE. 
 Wirrtan attentive heard the tender ſtrain, 

And oft in ſilence, wiſhed the land to gain 

He feared—unhappy youth his fears too _ © 

He feared he ne*er ſhould reach his faithful Sv . | 
Portentous clouds appeared, the winds did — 
The foaming billows threaten' d future woe, 

The ſky look 'd black, all hope now left his br eaſt, | 
3 Vet! in fond rains, h he thus the maid addreſs” a — 


$0x6. : 
| Turcw JACK" 's FIDELITY. 


5 O gitere not t SUSAN, nor old at hard fares 
| Which thus puts an end to our love; 
For ſoon we ſhall meet, my dear girl, ſoon or a. 
If not here, in the regions above: „„ 
One thought, e'en in danger, eber yet cheer'd my bear ? 
Your image with pleaſure I view; 8 
When I think, tho? now from the world ſhould I dcp | 
I have ever been conſtant to SUE, 


— ey. 


4 n+} 


Could 1 think char my Sue, yet DEE might be, 
I ſhould dread not the force of the wave 
How dreadful the ſhock her dear Wir to ſee. 
Swallow d up in a watery grave: | 
I'm reſign'd to my fate, and all Singers deiy, 
. There's a glorious harbour in view: 


5 And my comfort will be, tho” this minute I dic, 


1 have 2 ever becn conſtant to SUE, 


RECLTATIVE. 


He could no mot re—the winds with dr eadlul! o 1 
The lightning's flaſh, and thunder's mighty roll, 
Diſturb'd the ſong, “ all hands“ was now the cry, 


Wlule roſe the foaming billowws mountains high 
7 efcape the fate of all his comrades brave, 
(for the ſhip ſunk) he I-apt into the wave. 


$::4x, in fil-nt ſorrow, wept in vain, 
The faw her WII IIA buffetting the main; 


At laſt convinc'd, he could not reach the ſnore, 


5 Ard that ſhe ne er would fee her Witliam more, 


Headlong the plung'd adieu, ſhe fondly cricd 
die caught her WLLIAM'S eye, then ſunk and died. 


Wu le in vain efforts to regain the ſhore, | 
i funk, and oaks alas to riſe no more. 


e N KLE. | 
| 8 nart zes TAR) UNTO THY SHADE. 
Ah hapl- 5 pair, your mournful fate | 
M.᷑uſt call the pitying tear; | 
But bleſſed in your future ſtate, 

May ye at laſt appear. 
. DP B3 


18 ä 1 


Where happineſs will be yout lots 


Where grief ard care is oer: 
Where former troubles are ſorgot, 
In jo, tor evermore. 


— 


„ „ „ „„es 


b wht 7.288 NF 4R P? Cl. 1ROST, II 


ds v.GXETTE,) 


/ FA Fn>RICHMOND HILLS. 


” T. 11 1 ſmilꝰ d ſ:renel; Say. 


All nature beam'd delight, 


| The ſonęſter haild the birth of May, 


Each proſpect clrarm'd the fight; 


Twas there I ſw a lovely muid, 


And think I ſze her fil“, | 
In all the pride of youth diſplu'd, 
The laſs near Primroſe Hill. 


g Health bloom d the virgin's cticerſul face, | 


And muirth inſpir'd her ton 


_ Blyth» as the goddeſs of the ao 


Site tun'd hier artleſs ſong. 


How charming was the pleaſing maid, 


I think I fee ner ſtill, 
In all the pride of youth d pla d, 
The laſs near Primroſe Hill. 


& 


1 * 1 
3 a the linnet and the theuth, | 


Upon the bending ſpray, 
| And vocal v was each vernal buſh, 

*— rapture with tlie May : 
Enraptur'd then I view'd the maid, 
And I think I ſee her till, 

In all the pride of youth diſplay'd, 
The laſs near Primrof: Hill. 


" $8006 4056 065 $05 00g 


4 NEW SONG. 


W V.. O U L D; you wiſh for to know how mankind: are 
abſur d, 


: Vic * to- fine fangl' Q tonfor wich ruſfies and bord; 


$2: ob- wigs and bags, ſhort greves and long carrot, 
With ma' am in her hop, 1 down from a garret, 


. 9 down. 


Sce the delicate ſprouts that from cabbage do flow, 


Tho it mass many bucks, yet it forms anew beau; 


Fer fnip's a gallant, with his fine cabbag*d — 9 


Two! rules le 1 ſhews without cer a Hart. 
| _ Derry, de ꝛun. | 


5 There s the high \ ment] F beauty, and Billingfgate queens | 
Te bo vers ſo knowing, and ſharper ſo keen; 


=» Thewileach knock you down, fir, and think it no fin, 


Witt their tricxs and mancœuvres, to take the flats in. 
Berry aun, 88 


THE MOST F AVORITE 


AIRS, DUBTs, SONGS, CHORUSES, e. 


- * INTRODUCED N rur MY SICAL ROMANCE or 
x 1 0 D 0 7 D 4: 


| Performed at the Theatre- werd. Drury-lane. 


LE chORUS-Meſſis. D. auun and SEDGWICK. 


LE: Lair: advance - we ſee no danger, | 
All e huſh as ** 
Mr. Su ETT, c. 
: To each heart vide fear*s a ranger i 
Honor bids us to the fight. 
| CHORUS—Mr. Coax, Kc. &t. 
Kera Khan, whene'er you head us, | 
Dauacleſs to the charge we go; 


Gallant chief, then infant lead us 
| On to conqueſt, and dur for. 
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| 1 5 


AR ir. Kerry. 


5 Lovonzs wide over the world | 
Wi _— till I find thee, my far; 
Tu y charms ſhall baniſh 
Cold deſpair: 
'Loye*: torch ſhall illume 
The deſert's thick gloom, 
And guide with cheering ray 
Thy pilgrim's doubtful way. 
But, alas ! 
Sbauld cruel d elt ny 9 855 8 
That our true love 5 
Muſt haplef> prove, RE 
And we are ne'er to meet again 3 . 
2, It's malice 1:1 defy, f 
nd for my Lodoiſka d die. 


So -ort SUETT. 


| 1 ha: kt the muſics 
Oh charming din ning ! 
Toe gueſts are ſeated, 


T ks} 're ad beginning: 


5 
U 
1 
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4 
1 


—— —— = 4 


——— — __— — C 


LEY 


With the tans fiddle, | 
_ Shrill-ſqueaking hauthoy, 
The tink ling harp too, 
The lively trumpet, 
The drum ſo angry, 


| The bells o merry, ; 


The buzzing cymbal, | 
The grumbling baſo— 


. And theſe delights I've loſt _ 
By your wedding's bzing croſt. 5 


Look, look around, ftr, 
The grave ones bridle, 
The youths all noddl:, 

The maidens fidle 


To the dancing fiddle, 5 
Shrill-ſqueaking hautboy, 
The tink'ling harp too, 
Soft am'rous flute, ſir, 
And lively trumpet, 

The drum ſo angry, 

The bells ſo merry, 

The buzzing cymbal, | 
And grumbling baſſo - 
oh, wouldn't it vex one to miſs. 


Such a raviſhing concert as this! 


— — 
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| QUARTETTO and CHORUS. 


ur. Bannymons, Mr. DroxuM, Mr. SuzTT, and 


"_m KELLY. | 


| \ 7 E ſwear, and al our d around TY 3 


: By the ſwift arrow ane tae bow, 


Tuo countlets perils ſhould furround us, 


Who! injures them becomes our foe. 


Mr. Kerk. 


: 8 our thanks, inuſtrious chief, . 


Thy faith and courage well we know, 


5 And, if it could admit relief, | 
: Such friends might ſoothe Floreſki” s woe. 


cHORUS-Mr. coox E, &c. &c. 


. we ſwear, and all our hordes around us, 
By the ſwift arrow and the bow, Y 
| Tho? countleſs perils ſhould ſurround us, 


Who injures them becomes our foe. ry 
.. 


AR. —Mrs. Croven, | 


V. Gn. that round my priſon creeps 


If on-your moſſy banks you ſee 


7 My gallant lover ſtand and weep, 


Oh, murmur this command from me ;— 


| Thy miſtreſs bids thee haſte away, 
And ſhun the broad-eyed, watchful day, 
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| T3 © 
f | | Ve gales that love with me to fig! = 
4 Il in your breezy flight you fee. 20 
My dear Floreſki ling'ring nigh, 
| Oh, whiſper this command from me 3— 5 c 
1 | Thy miitreſs bids thee haſte away, 
1 Au ſhun the broad-eyed watcliful dax. 
| 
| 
| 


Wo. | 5 1 AIR—Mr. Kerr. 


| i | 8 mn ſome vrarring angel, 
Jin ugzit'ning to my aid, 
| Io blaſt the ſavage tyrant, 
5 | And riglit an injur'd maid ! 
| | AQaubdued by fate to you I kneel: 


| | You look like men, like men haut fc. 

| „Fel not to knew, | | 

| They laugh at woe. 

7 : Peſcens, 3 wat ie. 

{ - In light ning to my aid, 

i Et T o blaſt the favage tyrant, 

l And right an injur'd mud! 

3 Let my Lodoiſka's charms | 

8 In your hearts compaſſion moss | 


| | Soldiers, conſecrate your arms 
At the ſhrine of faithful love. 


Deſcend, ſome warring angel, 
In light'ning to my aid, | | 
To blaſt the ſavage tyrant, — | | 


And eight an injur'd all 


1 1 


AIR. lader Warn, 


5 DOWEET b bird that cheer ft the heavy hours | 
Ot winter's dreary rein: 
0, ſtill exert thy tuneful pow 78, 
And Four the vocal Hs. 


: Go not to ſeek A ſcanty bee 

+ © Brom nature” 5 frozen hand, 

+ Whilſt I, with gratitude, prepare | 
| 'T he food thy wants 3 


5 Domeſtic bird, wks me remain, 
Until next verdant ſpring 
Again ſhall bring the woodland train, 
'T heir grateful tribute bring. N 


Sweet Robin, then thou may'ſt explore 
And join the feather'd throng, 
And ev'ry vocal buſh hail Lone 
The energy ot ſong. | 
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THE IR 176 76. 
Wi itte ry N and "BA 


BY MR, THOMAS DIBDIN. 


P, Tk 0 N 8 of Genius ! | ye, whoſe avefal frown 
Preſumption checks, whoſe ſmile confers renown; 1 
Who ne er withold the tribute of applauſe, 

Which Merit claims from Truth's unerring laws; 

; But come, determin'd in each generous breaſt, 

To approve what's pleaſing, and paſs by the reſt! 
To, night, to your kind auſpices reſign'd, 


My Muſe from you her future fate muſt find. 


_ Laugh where you can—her drooping fires "twill raiſe— TT 
And nobly pardon, where you cannot praiſe, | 


There is nothing ſo oppoſite to human ideas of pleaſure 


as ſameneſs. The molt refined gratifications pall upon repe- 


tition, and without variety we cannot exiſt, A WAIIII- 


| GIG, therefore, muſt have uncommon attraction, tince 
there is ſcarcely a circumſtance in lie which may not be 
- juſtly compared to one. Mankind arg a ſet of Whirligigs, 
that exiſt only by motion; and will continue to whirl round, 


in a vortex of good and bad, till the Whirligig of Time has 


run it's courſe, and this great Whirligiz, the world, ſhall= 


Uke the baſcleſs fabrick of a vifionz 
Leave not a wreck behind ! ” 


| $ONG. 


5 $our call the world a i where F al pl games 5 


chance, fir, 


Some ſay [t is a Maſquerade, 15 ſome a 8 fir | 
But ſpite of all your learned men, with 8 W 


curly-wig, 


Th give the world another name, and chriſten it a JW vier: 1 


Where ſtill we follow, as it runs fo merrily around, fir; 1 


And oy. no honeſt heart it holds, be ever ett aground, fir. | 


- The law runs round too an for us tell one fide from t ober, 


ſir, 


or know the worthy counſ i Wiz, from (Lawyer With, 


=, broth- res | 

A wiſe man it would puzzle juſt as eaſy as a * PR, = 
For lawyers often find a way to ſerve two ſides at once, fir, 

While ſtill we follow, as they run fo merrily around, fir; 

| And may no honeſt heart by law be ever left aground, fir! 


For gold, that pretty Wuhirligig, the Doctor's at your call, fir, _ 
And ev'ry ill, ſo great his ſkill, he's ſure to kill them all, fir: 
At leaſt, tis what hell promiſe 3 and, to prove his word ne | 


feather, fr, 


ö Hell ſometimes kill the malady and patient both together, _ 8 


While ſtill we follow, as they run ſo merrily around, fir ; 
And may no honett Oy heart be ever lef t aground, fir ! ! 


The F wnck—why, they're al Whidligigs, in conſtant re- g "| a 


volution, 


Whoſe orators Gore: FEET our * cl e. conflitution 4 
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Poor fellows, let them chatter, we're not t yet come to 0 Ya | 


paſs, fir, 


| To let a Frenchman kill us with tlie jaw-bone of an aſs, firs 
But George we'l follow loyally ; 3 aye, all the werld around, | 


fir; 


And may no o honeſt, ond heart, be everleft aground, fir! 


I | have called this Entertainment—if 4 may be N 


the expreſſion—by the name of a WAIXLII GIG; becauſe, 
like other whirligig converſations, it will run over a variety 


of ſuhjects without dwelling long upon any. What a Whir. 


ligig is Faſhion ! By virtue of this magick word, we can re- 
concile any natural contradiction. The Beau, who but | 
7 yeſterday wore a hat like a circumference of Arthur's round 
. table, to- day reduces it the diameter of a muſhroom. This 
week cropt like a cock for fighting ; the next, with a queue 
as long as—Lackington's catalogue. Faſhion has even ex- 
© tended to literary purſuits ; hence the ſtudy of Phyfionomy 
” ſcience, however, as much to be doubted, as followed; | 
and, in either caſe, of little uſe, while the male creation 
_ conceal the lower part of the countenance under a cloud of 
eravat, and the ladies entirely defeat the plan; for the) 


| Equally hiding foils and graces, . 
By way of curtain, paint their faces 4 


$0NG. 


Ly T PhyFonomiſts ſay all they can, | 
Lis at beſt but a ſimpleton's ſtudy 3 3 
To think you can fathom a man; 
Becauſe he's black, yellow or ruddy : 


: — — 


S 
= - 


3 


. — — 


1 1 
Did courage confiſt in a look, 
| Some captains would natAook ſo dis z 


| And the judge would be ſadly miſtook, 


Who for wiſdom rely'd on his wig. 


| If the heart could be read in the face, | 


*Twould fave us from many a bubble; 


Prevent us a world of diſgrace, 


And keep us ſecure from all trouble: 
eee we never need doubt, 
If the eye were the touchſtone of thoſe ; 


And a rogue would be quickly found out, 


— mart: ing the — of his noſe. 


on my faith! it ſeems fooliſh enough, | 


Tho? a finger or back ſhould be hooked, 


Tat the mind with the form muſt be rough, 


And the conſcience prove equally crooked ; 


| Should. your noſe, by miſchance, ſtand rr, 


The devil muſt ſurely be in t, 


| If your friends need be cautious and ſhy, . 


Becauſe a man happens to ſquint. 


renal on liberal candour to impoſe, 


My ola attempt now haſtens to a cloſe: 
Unc 14nj2<t more, alone, I dare intrude 


"Tha {vbjz0t you have furniſh'd==GrATiTUBE. 


eee 


„% . r 3 - . « - 
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Vos claims to my gratitude how ſhall I pay, 


Or utter my thanks for your iavours to vight ; 


To accord with my feelings I noting can fay, 
For juſtice to do them, expretfion's too light! 
Vet, as filence might make me ungrateful appear, 


And in your good opinion my ſentiments wrong. 


I have try'd if my Muſe would my conduct excuſe, 


And y our kindneſs endeavour to pay Watil da ſong, 


May pleaſure attend you wherever you 20; 


And fearlzſs of care, may you happily ive. 
And only by name may ye miſcry know, | 
But enjoy ev'ry bliſs that is Heav*n's to give, 


May fruition antici pate every with ; 


May your lives, like your pl-aſurs s, he al all very Jang; 
And your time, till the end, may you c!r-artully ſpend, 
And this will I ſing to the end of my iwong. 


| FAVOURITE CLEE. 


| Dran women, "pi wine, are WY pr ac of my heart; 


Tomy Cxroe—l drink it ſincerely ; 


Tho her eyes are ſo Killngtlicy throug MY ſoul bart, 


Here's a bumper to her I love dearly. 
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TIE IUNTEMAN'S RITAPSODY. 
SUNG: BY 3*RSs, WEWILZE &, 


A T BE RAION DSET-SPA. 


O. horſes, and hounds 0 ig ſcud ſWiſt oer the plun 


t? i 4Þfc h. 15 | #34 t wing'd it) 3 1. Ot. — ty l's ity : 


Wu 3 e ee * 
Whil: TOO 3 liꝰ ve . tlie (tia) or 


B RIS; a „55 5 
C / ' ! 4 461 F. ag v1 * * * * ” F 7 * Y, . 4 Oo * » * , & 17 12 s {, * i 1 
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„ ud, i 7: brave s . 


— 9 5 0 4 4 2 * — Ss 
eExerelf * = * 235 Hraltt! i! 2 TY art 8 Show 3 
Art vt: terstreſhment a Zett, 
* p 3 . 8 . 1 . N , 
Eow fs retlv t ri. nathiy te hott will flow, 


. 1 #'s . * So » 5 * . . 1211 : . x N. 
Whom rt if of 4+ 4 P. 7255 v » ieee dci 8401 . 


Our hound; truly train, are of :excillent breed, 
| | U 


2. ? 72 5 * i N ewe . J » „ „ — | 
nie 450 1.11 11 10 Mm \ Qu? vl 8 breat a,) 


8 Bey i - 5 \ a Sox Be 
Car Ohe ATE Tc 10 b Equal: in need, 


A * * 1 . 5 1 1 
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From te fades cont ok um. A tat hunter fo obls 
Be pern tte d roviiwy our domiln, 
Our horfe5. our. hounds, and gur Huntf— nen ſo Lold, 
He's d Win to pal: liſe over agazns 
My wii, Sc. 
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OLD ron ER. 


Sarg cnith univerſal Af þiaufe, by Mr. IxcLEDog,. 


At the Theatr? Roy al, Covent Garden. 


| Bair cnc” proctlums the dawn, 


And ſpangles deck the tion; 


| Th lowing herds now quit the bon 


The lark ſprings frora the corn: 
Dogs, huntſmen round the Windo\y throng 
Flert Tow ler leads the cry; 
Arite the burden of the ſong 
This day a Stag muſt dis! 
With a hey ko, chivey! 
Hark forward, tantivv, 


| Ariſe the burthen of the lung, 


This day a Stag muſt die. 


The cordial takes its merry round, 


The laugh and joke prevail: 
The huntſman blows a jovial found, 


The dogs ſnuſf up his gat. 


The vyiaad winds they ſwoop along, 


O'er fields thro” break they fly, 


The game is rouz'd, too true the ſong, 


YT iiis day a Stag muſt diz. 


With a boy ho. Oe. 
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Poor Stag the dog thy bunches gore, 
ue tears run down thy face; 
The huntimen's pl-aſure is no more, 

His joys were in the chace. | 
Alike the ſportſman of the town, 


The virgin game in view, | 
Are full conte nt to run them down, 
* en they in turn purſue, 


Vil a bey „455 barg, e. 5 
| Govorroce 3 


THE CHIMENE Y SWEEPER, 
TR: MF MR. ROMER. 


; "I O? Lids and ww + [ pads. 
And bawling ſwwes p, ſoot, ho, 
Vet ſtill Tam as Hith a lad, 
As e'er you'd with to know ; | 
And when the ladies fine I hear 


Cry, taxe care ct the (vs ep, 
| Ladies, faysT, vou need not fear, 
But I'm for thin tou 4255 j 
For F gives them a ſmut, 
Of my bag full o? ſoot : . 
They cry curſe jou, mind how you T l 
Dear me, ma'am, ſays J, | 
It was juſt bruſliing by, 
| | And I'm off with my ſw cep, foot, ho, 8 be. 
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And when died I meet the devil, 
I love to have ſome tus; 


A law yer, I mer, tac greate? evil. 


That t. e d 1 cneath th- Cu: 3 
For 3 bote, h yond a doubt, 
8 Art 0 885 de vil a-k.tt; | 
The difference "m1 bla ck without, | 
The | 14 yer? SP 4 ck W thin; 7 | 
I gives him a ſmut, 
Of my bas full of ſoot, 
He crys, damn min, how you go! ' 
WS 
Sir, Jays 1, PrOys | 
Do ke ep 04 atof the way, 
Ane I'm of. ich m ep loot, _ be. 


; Your flaſhy elke, dreſt fine and ga a 


As thro? the ſtreets I go, 


All in an inſtant clear the way, 


At the ſound of—ſweep, ſoot, ho! 
And thus I gammons all the folks, 
I care not, great or ſmall ; | 


J laughs, I fings, I cracks my jokes, 


And ſomething ſays to all; 
For I gives thema ſmut, 
Of my bag full of ſcot: 


They cry prithee mind how you go! 


O dear, fir! ſays I, 
It was juſt bruſhing by, | | 
And I'm off with my en ſoot, ho, & 


E 


ff. vew HUMOROUS MEDLEY. 
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To M T ACK Et L. was not le, was true to his wore X 
t merit brouglit titles, 10M might bea lord: 

How gaily, his bark, thro" lite? s 02.22 wou'd fall ; 

be: Truth finih'd the Tiggng—_ 

Men took my de part ure, from Dublin's ſweet city. 5 
And for Ensland's own ſeli, tho? the ſeas 1 did me” 5 
For three days long was I tofs'd _ and down 8 

Peac fad fllumb? ring on the octs 
Seamen tea no dangers nig: | 
The winds and waves, in gen ule OV | 


_ 
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Sooths them with | 
0n, the bonny, bonny bs Is, : 3 
How ! love to hear tlie em ſound 3 
Far and nzar— = | if 
Toc lads of the vilage, fo merrily ah * 
Son nd the tahor, I' hand thec along; 
And I fa; unto thee— 
Cutis was old Hodg2's Wits 


For virtue, NONE was ſuch: 

Sue led fo pure, ſo cha aſt: a life, 

Hod ge faic © 

Here, a ſheer hub: lies, poor Tom \ Bo „los, 
Ihe darling of our crew: | 

No more, he” Uhear the wenne ſt howling, 


— — = = — * 
— — —— 22 — ——w— — — 
— 
2 — - 1 
— — * — — 


bor d: „At! — ; 


7. Bachelors-hall, we goo! { fullawis invite, 


To part al: of the chace, that n K. s up eur delight: 


We have ſpirits like— 


-» 1. 


Jh Dick, the hmpüshter, 
Tc ſay, the ſun's my dad: | | 
And truly [ bulieve— : „ * 
Tut all men are beggars, you plainly may be, 
For beggars there are, of every degret; 

Tho none are ſo bleſt, or as happy as we, 

Which nobody can I which e can deny, 


09» ——— 1[B—ͥ( k | 
TIE NEW MARINE NS. 
SUNG AT TUE PUBLIC CONCERTS, 


| 0 U Gentlemen of England who live at ans at eus, 
Ah ! little do you think upon the dangers of the as, - 
: Give ear unto the Mariners, anc the 5 vill plainly ſhow, 
All the cares, 1 
And the fcars, 85 
TOs the ſtor. ny winds do blow,” 


If eneuntes oppoſe us when England is at wars, 
With any jorcign nations, We fear no wounds nor ſcars: 
Our roaring Guns ſhall teach them our valour tor to n. | 
While they reel, | | | 
On the keel, 
W hen the Soy winds do bloy vy. 


Then courage all have Mariners, and nt ve od aral, | 
_ While we have told adyenturer 5 we neꝰer ſhall want 1 unde, 
Our Mei chants will employ us to bring he m n l kr. ow, 
e be bold, | 
Work tor gold, 
w bent ne amy winds do blow 


33d - - a O<4& - , — | 
NEW SONGS; 


- SUNG AT.VAUXHALL.. 
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uE SIVEETEST FLOWER OF Y ARROW. 


SUNG AY MRS. MOUNTAIN. 


Dax, have you ſcen young SAN Dy fair, 


Ye thepherds tell me true, 


| Lait night lie left me in deſpair, 


And fgtiing, cry*d---adicu ! 


| Ch, where Can he ſtray, the bunny hoy ; 


Return my vinfarae raacrow, 
And till this aching heart witt:jay, 
Thou ſweereft flower of Yarrow. 


Oft by pate moonlight, thro” the mead, ; 


_  MySaxvy lov'd to ſtray j ; 
Ihen ſweetly on his daten reed 


He pip's fo blit and gay. 


And oft beneath the ſhady tree, 
Fe call'd me his bunny marrow, 7 


And vow'd he'd ſtill be true to me, | 
The twcete  flow'r of Yarrow. 
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Adieu, ye e nymphs and woodland brains * 

Fach valley, d. ile, and grove, | 

Ye verdant meads and flow” ry plains 

: ; Where we were wont to rove. | 

This dole ful tale, ſome penſive ſwain 

- May tell wi mickle ſorrow ; - 

How MAN d y'd wi grief and pain, 

For the Coveenctl for of Yarrow. 


SWEET GIRL, BY THE LIGHT OF THE u. 
| SUNG BY Is, FRANKLIN, 


8 | 
To AS a beautiful night and the ſtars NPY hone brighy | 


When Jouxxy came tripping along, 
He warbled a tune by the light ofthe moon, 
And thus run the theme of his ſong : 
O put. Urs, my dear, thy lover is lere, 
And the nighitingal too is in tune, | 
Juen prithee don't ſtav, vc ſomething to ſuv, 
| Sweet girl, by the light of the moun, 


The cle youth, I lov? 0 for kis truth, 
And inſtantly fi-w to his arms, 
nen ſo gentle and kind he prov d to my minds 
It baniſh'd a maiden's alarms. | 
To- morrowe, he cry*d, ſhall make thee a bride 3 ; 
Ah, no! reply'd, it's too ſoon; 
But ſtill ſtill he prefs*d, O grant my GON , 
bweet girl, by the light of the moon. 
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To keep him in pain was ſurely in vain, 

For tho' I attempted to frown, | 

_ Ay little heart beat as he knelt at my feet, | 
And my hand dropp'd unknowingly down 3 

Tranſported with bliſs, he gave it a kiſs, 5 

And pleaded ſo tender his hboon; 

] promis'd next day, a huſband mi ight ſays 

Sect girl, by the light of the moon. 


A SMILE FROM THE LOVELY BROWN 1-40, 
Sb BY MR. TAYLOR, 


| War; EN May-fcented zephyrs breathe gladnefs ond, 
Enliv* ning the meadow and grove, | 
And in each moſſy cottage contentment 15 found; 
Crown'd with health, peace, retirement and love: 3 
When far from the village tie ſw ains t! hey.r-tircs | 
To ſeck for ſome lovely beet thade 3 805 
Crant me health, roſy health, all T aſk and deſire, 
Wien a mile from ny lovely brown maid. 0 


Wiiea the 8288 bleat around u me upon the wide pin, 
Contented Ilie at my eaſe, 
Then at c I retire, free from ſorrow aud pain, 
To enjoy the ſweet ſoit fragrant breeze: 
Wh-n mufic and eladnefs are heard through the g ove, 
Ott by moonlight I teal from the ſnade; 
| And o er lülls and deep vallies unheeded 1 rove, 
Tor a {mile from my lovcly brown maid. 


D2 


Fach morn I riſe happy, each night I lay down, 
With a heart free from envy and care, 
In my plain humble cottage, far from the gay town, OP] 


With my neighbours each comfort I ſhare ; J 
| I Envy no monarch, I boaſt not of wealth, 


No troubles my cot cer invade, 


And always is a wooing; 
Nor is he cer too bold or coy, 
Altho' he is ſo looing. | 


Laſt night he preſs d me to his SEE 
And vow'd he'd aſł my Daddy O, 


O dcar to wed me he confeſs d, 
The Caledon! an * O. 


Y ber 5 25 lem Higbland 5 


Az Ceed. =: Lady 0. 


Tre maidenrs try hoth f ar and neaps | 
. To gair. young SANDY over; 

- But all their arts I dinna fear, 
Hie winna prove a rovę. 


Il the bleſſings I aſk are the ble ſſings of health, 5 
| And a ſmile from my lovely brown maid. 


IRE EALEDONLAN LADDY. 


Leg NG BY MRS, FR ANKLIN. | 


| 8 Saxpy is ahonnz boy, 


ꝓꝓ— — - » — —— —— — — 


1 


| To brought me home a bonnet, 5 
| A cap and ribhons for my hair, ft 
But mark what ſoon came on it: i 
As late at kirk we ſomehow ſtood, if 
In ip:te of Mam or Daddy O0; | i 
He marry'd me, do all I cou'd--- | ii 
'The Calæc onian mne OL | i 
6 benny &c. | | | 


03-43 
For ſure he told me frank and free, 
_ Unknown to Mam or Daddy 0; 
He'd marry none---ah, no! but me - 
The Caledonian OY 0, 
AM; baus c. A 


| | The other day, from See Fair, 


„ „ „6 „444 „4 „460% 


FEN ARE $0 HAPPY 45 8 2 
SUNG BY. un. DIGNU LY | | 


I N Spring when the convllips adorn ths; green 1 
And the larks early melody wakes the tretn morn 3 : | 
5 When the ploughman toils hard o'er the hill and the dale, 
| Or join in the chace at the ſound of the horn. 
Then weary'd with labour to ELLEN I fly; 


And few are ſo happy as ELLEx and I. 
D 2. 


— In — — — " * 
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In Summer when nymplis to the meadows repair, 


And trip round the hayrick all joyous and gay; 
When each ſwain whiſpers ſoft a love- tale to his fair, 

And mirth, love, and innocence crowns the long day. 
Then to ſome ſhady grot with my EI URN I ay. . 


| And Ew are ſo . as EL 5 E.N and I. 


In PE LE wn plenty cnlivens the ſcene, 


And round the pi d ſheaves ſee the reapers all roam $ 2 
When the younkers ar eve gather round on the green, | 
To join the ſond dance and proclaim harveſt home. 


| T hen oft in the t2rong her ſweet form Leipy; ; 
And few are Jo hayp, as J. f. C and J. 


In Winter when Boreas blows been through the vale, 


And wither'd and I-atefs the tree sa Ppcar; 


M hen rourd the warm hearth flies thy long, Je ſt, and ale, 


' 8 = 4 
7 3. tal Nie ere. 


To bervile the kong nights in 7 


Then to FiLENSinugcot tas etranſorte: 418: 
5 > z 


- 


And few are ſo happy as SLLEN and I. 
CILEIEAEILINEIEETE 
2 ro? p 70 MARRY CHARLEY. 
SUNG 1 MISS MILSE, | 


W.. EN at Dell. 2na's loud alarm, 
The trump of Tame was jounded, 
YoOungCHarnLty felt the valour warm, 

With whach tis brat ateundcd. 


, 
Adieu, ſaid he, my charming fair, 
I for a time muſt leave thee ; 
But white I'm far away, beware, 
_ Left Flatt'ry ſhould deceive thee. 
And then ke left his native ſhore, 
Tor longer ſtaid to parley ; 
But after all the wars are o'er, 
I hope to marty CHARLEY. 


Thot daily teaz'd by rival ſwains, 
Wo tancy me forſaken, _ 
| Th-v Ot their Jabour tor their Pains, 
And ũnd tiumiclves miſtaken. 
To wrong ſo brave a lad, you know, 
wobl be a ſhameful ſtory, 
h nobly dares to face the foe, 
At fight for Eritain's glory. 
Ah no, indeed—on ſuch a ſcore 
u never ſtand to parky;z 
_ Becaule, when all the wars are 0'er, 
I mean to marry CHanLer,, 


Merhinks that ev'ry paſſing gale, | 

© Unwzlcome tidings bearing, | 

Conv. ys tome ſome dolcful tale, 

 PoorCuanrey's fate declaring. | 

Bui Ho pe again aTures my mind » 
That Prcwidence will guard him; 

It Fortune fill to Valour kind, | 

With laur eis vill reward him 


147 


Elis rivals now I daily tom, — 


Nor ſtand with them to parley _ | ' F o 
Determin d, when the wars are doney _ | | 
To sive my hand to Sneaker 1 5 


„„en eee 


BRITONS 3 EVER SHALL E F . 
suxc BY MR. BANNISTER, 
In the Entertainment of « The chr Fi 1 of June. 


| pune at 8 Theatre, for the - Benefit of the Widows 1 
Children of the Brave .Tars who fell on 1 that memorable Day.] 


The 2 » the Duke f Leda. 


5 On ER the vaſt 1e of the deep 
Britain ſhall ill her empire keep; 

Her Heav*n-deſcended charter, long 

The fav'rite theme of Glory's ſong, 

_ Shall till proclaim the bleſt decrees | „ — 

| F nat—Britons ever ſhall be + free. 5 . 


| Tho- hoflile WIFE in fierce 3 | 
Dare to diſpute her ſov'reign ſway ; 5 | | | 
Thro' ſavage fury nurs'd in gore, 

| Boaſt to deſpoil her ſilver ſhore, 
Heav'n till ſupports its bleſt 2 | 


227 ALD Ot * A _- _ 


Le 


E 1 

| Twas thus with ln, iNuſtrious name * 
Still adding to a life of fame, | 

Thrd' Gallia's proud Armada broke, | _ 

And Albion's wrath in thunder ſpoke, 

| While Vict'ry ſinction'd the decree, 

1 3 ever ſhall be tree... 


5 Hal, 3 Britain, favor'd ile! 
Where Freedom, Arts, and commerce cole} 4 
Long may thy GEORGE in glory prove | 
The tranſport's of a nation's love! 

Long reign to guard the bleſt decree, ; 
That Briton's ever ſhall be free! 


5 SLOT £80 TT [TE 140. 5 


Hows 


Ard. 


bar GLORIOUS FIRST or vox 5 


sx BY MR. SEGDWICK, 


Wee os 


Orr 3 was 3 he French lay te, 


One figh 1 gave to Pol on ſhore, 
Too cold I thought my laſt adieu 3 
Our parting kiſſes ſeem'd soo few, 
Ave ſhould meet no more. 


7. . Ward bi the Earl 7 au. N 


* 46 * . 

| own? s:daring ſignal Hana on hieb 3 3 

I ſee thro' roaring cannon's ſmoke 

Their awful line ſubdu'd and broke, 

They ſtrike they ſink — the; fly! 
ow, d. nger paſt, we'll drink and joke ! 
 Sirg=Ra/e, Brittania; Hearts of Oak jm 
And toaſt before each martial tune - : | 
| Howe „ and the Gleri ions Firſt of Tune | 7 


5 Ay limb ſtruck off, let ſoothing art, 
The chance of war to Por L explans 
Proud of the loſs, I feel no ſmart, 
But as it wrings my PoLLY's heart 
With ſympathetic pain. . 
Yet ſhe will think, with love lo tried, 
Fach ſcar a beauty i in my face, 
And as I ſtrut, with martial pride, 
| On timber-toe by PoLLy's fide, 
: wil call my limp a grace. _ 
At dangers paſt, we 2 langhy .& Co 


| Farovcl to every ſea delight, 

The cruize with eager watchful days, | 

The ſkilful chace by glimm'ring nighr, 
The well work'd ſhip—the gallant yy | 

The lov'd Commander praiſe : 

Wet Pol y's love and conſtancy, 

Wioith prattling babes more joy ſhall brings 7 

Proud when my boys thall firſt at ſea 
Follow great Hows to victory, _ 

And ſerve our noble King 


Then, danger paſt, we 'll ll, Kc „ 


— 
— — — 


„ 


E 3 


| 

il 

4 art Ar THE ANCHOR. | 

| 

SUNG. BY MR. Jonaxxor. | 
A. EY: Riyal Soles rhe Fall F dle | 
| | Words by Ate, aalen ſen. 8 g 


1 my his, and bear aſhore, 
England's bulwarks ſoon ſhall roar , 
- Britiſh thunder ſhall be hurt'd 

On the tyrants of the world. 


CHORUS—BY SAILORS, 


A wwe heute at the anc har, my b:ys, let us ſig : 
Succeſs to 91d England, and God bleſs the King. | 


To defend our rights and laws, 

Halt the world is in our cauſe ; 

Damme, but the French hall be 
What is Pnglich 0 


1 e Lea, &. 


tlie 1 zurs ſoon mall EY 


e We Britons treat the oe 


Marrinique Tall toon declare, 
Britoris conquer bes to ſpate. 


[4] 


0 DEAR! 2 WHAT WILL BECOME. or US? | 
| SUNG BY MESSRS. JOHANNOT and DECASTRO, 
10 the Characters of a For and a 8821 aur, 
A. the * * the Siege F 7 alenci iennes, 


ror. 


05 DEAR 3 what will 3 of us > 
| SkRIEANx T. 
85 Dame me how the Frenchmen will run from uw! 
| ES 
IS dear, they will kil very one of us? 


= 51" DTRIDANT. 
BS + mn them come an il they dare; 


ö They'll e us tor: certain, and r us ande eat ** 


- Inſtead of ſoup ——_— 
5 e ee 
| —But firſt wy muſt beat us; 3 
. | 1 hope, Mr. Serjeant, they'll never defeat us3 


3 „ [71 FT Ae 
| 0 yes, they ſhall dance i in the air. 
| | IE A Fd 
0 dear, what will become of us? N 
8 © SBRJEANT. | 
©, blood. and-ouns, don t badder OY 
fror. 
0 Lord, I am afraid they'll hatter us 3 


7 | ___ SERJPANT. | 
Bad luck to you what brought = here? 2? 


[ bas ] 
0 Lord, Jo bit x g0, Sir, wel halbe, | 


„ . SER]JEANT- 
By my ſoul, hold your tongue, or I' 1 tickle your jaſey. 


ds A 
0 dear I ſhall faint, or moſt ſorely go crazy, | 
| . 5 SEK I IAN T. | 
. | Blood and thunder, what have you t to fear ? 
. FOP. | 
© deve; wha are you ſaying, Sir ? 
; 'SERJEANT. 
Come, come, don't you be ſtaying, Sir, 
FOP. „„ 
| Dear, dear ! where are we ſtraying, Si $4 
| "SPRIEANT.--: | 
To he Siege v ithout murmur repair. 
FOP. 


To the Siege Idare never repair! 
'F with I was at home, and in Taviſtock- reet again. 


| SERJEANT. | 

By my ſoul i it” 5 2 pity you ever ſhould meet azain. 
ros. . 
1 fear the Monſieurs, Sir, will never retreat *. 

RT JEA NT. | 
V el make ems my dear, in a pantic retreat again, 
pos... „ 
0 tha 1 had ſomething, dear Sir, we to eat again, 

| 8 SERJEANT. | 
By the Lord, how we'd lather avra ay. 
FOP. 


© Lord kt us Loth run way. 


E 


THREE TIMES THREE. 
| SUNG BY na. Toning. 
5 ar VAUXHALL. = 


1 Me. jovial friends, with bel 155. 

| The bottle now we'll paſs ; 

Each boſom charg'd with lojaley 3 
With good old port each glaſs; . 
The bumpers fill'd, the toaſt ſhall be 


The Church and King — with three times three ! 


| While Britain 8 be with martial fire, | 
And patriot ardor glow, 8 
While they to warlike deeds aſpire, 
And pant to meet the foe; 

"To Britiſh arms, by land and ſea, | 
Ew . — with three times three * 


The lovely nymphs of Albion's iſle, 

8 With pleaſure then we'll toaſt, | 

And beauty's faſcinating ſmile, 

Shall be each Briton's boaſt: | 
The bumpers fill'd, the toaſt ſhall be= _ 
The Britiſh Fair with three times thre2? 


DEAR MARY. | 


sue BY MR. DIGNUM, | : 
Ax VAUXHALL. | 


Y, U tell me, dear girl, that I'm given to rove, | 
That I ſport with each laſs on the green; 
15 | That I join in the dance, and ſing ſonnets of loy e, | 
And ſtill with the faireſt am ſeen. 
With my hey derry down, and my hey down derry, 
Around the green meadows ſo blith and ſo merry, 
With black, brown, and fair I frolic'd, tis true; 
But Pr never loyd any, dear Mary, but you. 


Tho? Phillis or Nancy, are nam*d in my ſong, 
My eyes will ſtill wander to you; | | 
| Not to Phillis or Nancy my raptures ; 3 
To you, and you only, they're due; ; | 
With my hey derry down, and my hey down derryy | 
Around the green meadows fo blith and ſo merry, 
My ſongs are of pleaſure and beauty tis true; 
| But I never lov'd any, Gras ſs but you. 


In thoſe eyes, you may y read a fond heart all youro own z J 

But, alas! tis the language of love; | 

My feelings you'd pity, that language or once + knowny | 
Ah] learn it, all doubts to remove; | 
With my hey derry down, and my * down derry, , 

Around the green meadows ſo blith and ſo merry, | 

You'll ne'er find a heart that's more fond and more true z 


For! never loy'd any, dear Mary, but you. 
E 2 


1 


FATHER, MOTHER, - AND xk. 


5 89 avs my father, fays hu one eday to . N 
Thou knoweſt by falſ: friends we are 4 
| Should my lawſuit he loſt, then thy good . 1 
Among our relations in London: _ 

1 Here” s Sukey, the poor orphan chil of friend Criſt, 
Who once kept thy father from ſtarving, 


* 


For a wife, for ſhe's good and deſerving: 
| But mind thee, in heart, this one maxim, Jack, 
As thou'ſt read thy good fate in a book, | 
| Make honor thy guide, or elſe never come backe, 
i T o father, and mother, and Julke. | 


So ] buſt Suke and mother, and greatly conce rn'd, 
0c 1 ſet, with father's kind bleffing, _ i 
To our couſin the wine-merchant, where I ſoon learn 

| About mixing, and brewing, and preſſing ; 2 

5 fur the ſloe Juice, and rat's-bane, and al that TY 
VW Was ſcon in my ſtomach ariſing; | 
Way, dom it, cry*dI, would you kill the poor folk, 

I thought you ſold wine and not poiſon ; 
Your place, my good couſin, won't do for your Jacky 
To make your broth another gueſs cook 
Befides, without honor, I cannot go back, 
To father, a-d mother, and Sekte. 


When thy fortune thouꝰſt made, thou ſhall take by: the E 


t 9 * 


. Sa uncle, the Jolie; I next went my ways, 
I Nhe teach d me the myſtery quickly, 

ol toſe that were dying to ſhorten their days, 
uud they in good health to make ſickly: 
ſ b tte muſic of groans ! cry'd my N * 5 
I Vapours ſet all my ſpirits a flowing; | 
5 aft of the gout makes me dancing for joy, 
— At an ague I'm all in a glowing: | 
ui then, my dear uncle, cries I, you" re a ones | 
| For another aſſiſtant go look; 
5 Fir you ſee without honor I munna 80 back, 
To —_ and — and Sake. 


nm my couſin che banda 1 ſoon com'd away, „ 

' Vithout either waiting or warning; | 
E foe preach'd upon ſoberneſs three times in one days | 
I And then com'd home drunk the next morning. 
_ [birelation, the author, ſtole other folks choughts, | 
My couſin the bookſeller ſold them; _ 
 |4pious old aunt found in innocent faults, 

ud made virtue bluſh as ſhe told them; | 
|vthe proſpect around me quite diſmal and black, 

| | Karcely knowing on which fide to look, 

lat ad my honor, and then I com'd back, 

To father, and 9 meter, and Suke. 5 


| und them FO great as a King on his throne, : 
The law -ſuit had baniih'd all ſorrow ; 5 


come, ſaid I, father, my honor's my own 


n thou ſhalt have Sukey to-morrow 
| 8 


* 1 


But low about London it won't do for a clown, 
There vice rid-s with folly behind it; | 

Not, you ſue, that I ſay there? s no honor in ron, 
1 only ſay could not find it: 

It you ſent me to itarve you found out the right tracks 
I" to i. ve, the wrong method you took, 

For 1 poor went to London, and poor am come backs 

| To cer, and mocher and Suke. 5 FL, 


6 „ 2 0000000000000 


THE FES TRY DINNER. 


You know, *tisa place of much truſt, 

And it's mon ſtrous ſatigues, and it's an to ſoften, 
Wie cat, aye, and drink till we burſt: | 

We mects, and we talks about how and concarnings, 
As ſpokeſman I'm always beginner, TT 

But never fo plæasꝰ d as to give out ths warning 


| 
| 


N 


| Next Monday's a veſtry dinner. c 


| "wi rone bat. an i. foal-mecut bd fellow d abuſe, 
! ſnug litele ciner, an 3 8 89 ' of booze. | | 


Ert jobs, e rooting how oft I've 8 
And ad tiil Ichatter'd my fill, 
As how things were fo bad that they oucht ta he dd 


Crocs. "ARDEN N I've been—let me ee very often, 


17 


ü 3 1 


For a talks fatiquing, and moiſture ! 1s wanting | 
By all ſpeakers, or elſe I'm no ſinner; 


Ar to make us more thirſty, to hear were call e 
Next — e dinner. 


Aud none but, &C, : 


| When tall: ander ms, it «+> hls one” 8 feelings. | 


Indeed I m not dealing a flam; _ OS 
| $opreys on the nervous, you'll oft ſee us reclingy 


- | Tho? nothing we? ve touch'd but a an; ; 


But e' er we have ſettled about the relieving, 
Exch famiſh'd and half-ſtarv'd poor finner, 
cries, in the mi-1ft of our ſorrow and grieving, 

Next Wedneſday's a veſtry- dinner. 


AZud ine e bury &c, 


| bat on Thurſday: 3, and 3 Saturdays follow, 


On buſiagſs tis always we dine! 


van Aſed arguments, folks ſay your ſtarv'd tal beats tollow, 


1 Wing moiitsn'd with toague-oling wine; 


n who" d not be warden, who breathes in his ſenſes, | 
Fat picking hell find on the bone; 


7; Wwe c- day [ f2a!t upon pariſh expenc: 5, : 
And on Sunday I ſtarve on my own. 


35. 


THE CHAPTER oF KINGS. 


3 E . in Fagked they once e did hp, . 

| nd the Saxons they after them led the Way; 

| nd they turg'd with the Danes till an overthrow, | 
x& both of _ got by the Norman bow. 


7 et, „ barring all tether | 
Ne one and the other, | 
We e all f W Tings 6 in their turn. | 


| le Will the 3 * pa _ 
þe Billy his ſon by an arrow was ſlain 

hd Harry the Firſt was a ſcholar bright, 

t pay was fore” d for his crown to fight. 


Cond Harry W 8 name did bear, 
d Coeur de Lion was his ſon and heir ; 

t Magna Charta we gain'd from John, 
ich Harry the Third put his ſeal upon. 
| Tre was Teddy the Firſt Lke a tyger bold, 

It the Second by rebels was bought and fold ; 

d Teddy the Third was his ſubjects pride, 

ough his grandſon Dicky was popp'd afide. 


ere was Tlarry the Fourth a warlike wight, 
d Harry, the Fifth like a cock wou'd fight; 
puzh Henry his ſon like a chick did pout, 
en Tedd his contin had Kkirt?d him ant 


1 57 1 


poor Teddy the Fifth he was kill'd in bed, 


F By butchering Dick who was knock'd in head 'Þ 


Then Harry the Seventh in fame grew big, 
And Harry the Eighth was as fat as a pig. 
With Teddy the Sixth we had tranquil days, 

Though Mary made fire and faggot blaze ; 


But good Queen Beſs was a glorious Dame, 8 


And bonny King Jemmy from Scotland came. 


Poor Charley the Firſt was a martyr made, 


But Charley his fon was a comical blade; 
And Jemmy the Second when hotly ſpurr'd, 
Nun away do you ſee me from Willy the Third, 
Queen Ann was victorious by land and ſea, 
And Georgey the Firſt did with glory ſway ; 

And as Georgey the Second has long been dead, 
5 Long life to the Georgey we have in his ſtead, 


And may his ſons ſons to the end f the Chopter N | 
"a come to 0 be . in rheir turn, 


a „„ %%% %%% %%„„ „ „ „ 6% 


THE CHAPTER oF aba eta 


LL Effingham kick'd the Armada dow Ws. L 
And Drake was a fighting the world all round ; 
Gallant Raleigh liv'd upon fire and ſmoke, 

But Sir John Hawkins's heart was broke. 

Tec, barring all pother, | 

De one and the other, 

Wer: all of tbem Lords of the Maie, EE 


— — 2 


Sir Humphrey Gilbert was loſt at ſea, | 
And frozen to death was poor Willoughby, 


Both Grenville and Forbiſher bravely fell 


But 'rwas Monſon who tickled the Dutch ſo well. 


FE heart of a 3 ID | 
And York was a ſeaman for fighting's ſake 3 
But Montague periſh'd among the brave, 
And Spragge was doom'd to a briny grave. 


| To Ruffil the pride of the Frenchmen ſtruck, | 


And their ſhips at Vigo was burnt by Rooke ; 


But Sir Cloudeſſey Shovel to the bottom went, 
And e fought _ his wn ſhot was ſpent. 


Porto- Be no the « Spaniards to Vernon lot, 
And forcly diſturb'd was Hoſier's ghoſt. 
Lord Anfen with riches return'd from ſea; 
| Bur Balchin was drown'd in the Victory. 


Of conquering Hawke let the Frenchmen tell, | 


And of bold Roſcawen, who fought ſo well, 
While Pocock and Saunders as brightly ſhine, 
5 In the Annis Mirabilis, Fift: -Nine. - 4 


| Warren richt well ſor his country fought, ? 
And Hughes too did as a Briton ought, _ 


T hen Parker fo ſtoutly the Dutchmen ſhook, 


End the flower of the French bully Rodney took. 


* 
, My x . a N 
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Fold Hood but why ſound ev'ry hero's name, | 
| Whoſe deeds on the ocean our ſtrength pech, 


From Howard to Howe we have n the be. | 


And Jarvis has lately told them fo. 


F or, barring ali pother, 
With this or the other, 
Sell Þ * are Lords "yy the Main | * 


000+ e ra 2) 


As ow CHRISTMAS Dar 


9 

| FL. AS on Chriſtmas Day, „ 
Frather he did wed, 

| Three months after that, 

My mother was brought to-bed 1 

= * father he came home, | 
His head with liquor ſtor' d 
And found in mother's toom, | 

| A filver-hilted ſword. 


F idle a, dum te de, xc. 


| Haw; came this Singer here; 

My mother ſays, ſays ne, 
Lovee, tis a poker, 
Auntee ſent to me: 
| Father he ſtamp'd and ſtar ds | 


hs a *T'was the firſt, Iween, 


Silver-headed poker, 
He had ever ſeen. | | 
| Fiddle de, dum de, de, &c. 


Let every loyal Britain ſin Cod ſend a prac*. 


1 & ] 


But getting into bed, 
Egad ! as luck fell out, 
; 2 A man pop'd up his head; 
| That's my milk-maid, lays the ; | 
Says dad, I never heard, : 
; In all my travels yet, 5 5 
| A milk-maid with a beard. 


; _ Fiddle de, dum de, de, &c | c. = 


My father found a whip, 
: And very glad was he, 25 
And how come this whip here, - 
Without the leave of me? 
| Oh that's a nice ſtrap-lace, 


My auntee ſent to me; 


: Egad! he lac'd her ſtays, 
- And out of doors went ſhe. 


BR us WISH. 


. "6 IM all you joyall 888 3 give attention, ; 
| Liſten to my lines that now I ſhall mention 
Tother day as I walked through the grove that was mady, | 


I heard a lovely voice ſing bye-bye a baby; row, row, 10s 


2 171 W 4.4 
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| Much ſurpriſed at the voice that ſeemed ſo melodious 


| While the feather'd ſongſters they ſeem'd to join in chorus 3 


| Not one being near me, I flutter'd at the idea, 
di what could mean a voice finging bye-bye a baby. 


Then I pauſed for a while, but 1 ſoon did recover, 
 Refalved to ſearch the ſhady grove all over, 


EY + When to my ſurpriſe 1 found a beautiful creature, 


4 an a pretty little infant with delicate feature. == 


© fr was under Sls moth beautifully ſhady, 
| Where the tender mother ſat lamenting with her baby, 
with eyes ſull of tears, towards heaven ſeem directed, 


* A pra; ing that her ſoldier in war might be protected. 


o hear this fair creature ſo deeply complaining, | 
inthe Grove 1 no longer then could remain in; 
do] home took my way, left the babe and its mother, 


Let rach n one voice, pray the wars were all oy er. | 


| 30 Bricons let us drink a ihe -alth t to his Majeſty, 

And all the royal branches of that illuſtrious family, 
| May peace and great plenty be found in our nation, 
The ſwyc rain the ſ-abbard once more return again. | 


A toaſt let us drink to each ſailor on the ocean, 8 
Who boldly fights for King and country's promotion; 
And every ſoldier that England's rights fights to maintain, 
Cod ſend them ſafe to their families once again. 


F 


TEE OLD COMMODORE. 
Sung at Sadler a- N. gt in the Naval Triumph, 


8 * hat a time ht a nen to ee 
Under gingerbread hatches aſhore, | 
SN What a damn'd bad job ! that this batter'd old bulk 
| Can't be rigg'd out for ſea once more: 
But the puppies as they paſs, _ 
Cocking up a ſquinting glaſs, | 
Thus run down the Old Commodore : 
That's the old commodore 5 
The old rum Commodore — 
Tne gouty old Commodore — He! 
1 55 Why the bullets and the gout 
Have fo knock'd his hull about, 
7 hat he'll never more be fir for ſea. 


55 Here am I, in diftref—like a ſhip water-logg'ly 
Not a tow-rope at hand, nor an oar, 
I'm left by my crew, and may I be flogg'd | 
But the Doctor's a ſon of a whore : 

Wuile I'm ſwallowing his flops, 
How nimble are his chops, 

Thus queering the old Commodore: 
A bad caſe, Commodore! 
Can't ſay, Commodore : po 

1 Muſtn't flatter, commodore ſays he, 

. For the bullets and the gout 

Have ſo knock'd your hull about, 
| That vou 'll never more be fit for ſea; 
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{hat ' no more to be W 2? Blood and fury * lis ! 
| I'm a ſeaman, and only threeſcore ; 
d if, as they tell me, I'm likely wt, 
Gadzooks let me not die aſhore; _ 
As to death, tis all a joke, 
Sailors live in fire and ſmoke, 
So, at leaſt, ſays an old Commodore: 
I] be rum old Commodore, h 
The tough old Commodore, 
L he oY EE old Commodore—He, 
Whom the Devil nor the gout, 
Dor the French dogs to boot, : 
| Shall Kill, till they grapple him at ſea: 


REECE e e e 


THE Wa c HH - 
ss BY Mr. DiGHTON, AT SADLER's WELLS. 


 WATCRMAN I am, and I knows all the round, 
| F Cech houſekeepers, the ſtrays, and the lodgers ; 
Mere low devils, rich dons, and high rips may be found | 
bi Snag: queer kids, and rum cod; ers. : 
Ot money and of property, 
Pra he chat takes the . 3 
And cries when. I fee rogues 30 by, 2 
Hey what are you doing there — ; 
only a little buſineſs in that houſe you led me 
I underſtand you; well, I believe you are an honeſt man 


A' Je en bring me an odd ſilver candleſtick. 
| F z | 


(% 1 


Nen to my box I creepy 5 


And then fall faſt aſleep, > — 2 T 
St. Paul 's ſtrites One! | EE © 
| Thus after all the m lief ene, | . 


1 grer and gives them evarningy 
A. hath kev vs, 5 
Wei ie Ariles & . Ful, 
8 One cci,αν ] ard cloudy nerring. | 
Then round as the »out I merrily cry, | 85 | 
Another r. 4 d. ſcover ; | 
For a Curious rope-ladder I 8 eo. 
And Miſs Forward expecting her lover. 
Then to each others arms they fly; ; 
My life | my ſoul !- Ah, ah, 
. Fine work, Miſs Hot-upon-it, cries I, 
| I'II knock up your papa | | | 
"Koo no, you won't l ſhall ; worthy old ſoul, to be treated | 
in this manner, Here, here, take this you villain, 
waut to brive an honeſt watchman! and with ſuch a tri- 
| Lou ſeem 


fle too well, well, here's more, more.: | 
to be a ſpirited lad, now do make her a g huſband; | 
I am glad you have tricked the cid hunks Good use, 0 
1 with you ſafe to Gretna Green. | 
Ther ta my box J creep, 
And t} ap Jef aſleep, 
What's that ? St. Paul” s ftrites 7 roc! 
The lowers PIE does I de, 
15 But gives the father warning . 
And loudly bazuls, 
| While ftrikes St. Paul a, 5 
Pi T:v e "clock 1 and clond; 9277.16 2. 


ned 


an, 


tri· 


cem 


nd ;- 
ght, 


1 Then towards the ſquare, from my box I looks, 


I hears ſuch a ranting and tearing ; | 
'Tis Pharaoh's whole hoſt, and the pigeons and rooks, 
Are laughing, and ſinging, and ſwearing : 
Then ſuch a hubbub and a din; 
How they blaſpheme and curſe ; 
That thief has ſtole my diamond pin; 
Watch! Watch! Iv'e loſt my purſe. 


| Watch , here; I charge you=and I charge you : 'Tisza mar- : 


vellous thing that honeſt people cau't go heme without 
being rubbed=—Which is the tief. That's the thief 
that trick d me out of two hundred pounds this evening 
\ Ih! that you know is all in the way of buſineſs ; but 5 
| Winch is the thief that ſtole the Cemmun's purſe: — That's 
him What, Sam Snatch? Give it to me, Sam— He has 


. not got your purſe ; you are miſtaken in your man 


Go hon me peaceably, and don t oblige me to take you | to 
e * uch- hon le. | 


PF Wort: my box T creep, 
| Ard the: fall ' Jaf aft: refs | 
i. aps frat? St, Paul's ſtrikes Three ! | 
74 ecm my roguery get frees 
E. giving pecple warnings 
. & loudly bawl:, 
Hite ftrikes Se. Paul's, 


Paz Torces ockch! and cluudy ani 


4 


[6] 


aer ; FIDELI * 


| COMPOSED AND SUNG BY MR, DIBDIN, 


If BIG a tailor was fond of 3 8 

5 Mongſt the gi:l;, why that ſailor was I ; 

_ Of all ſizes and ſorts I'd a wife at each port, 
0 Nut when that I ſaw ſweet Polly, 5 

I hail'd her my lov ely, and gave her a kiſs, ; 
And ſwore to bring up once for all; 

| And from that time black Barna by ſplic'd 
Pre been conftant and true to my Poll. 


| And yet now all hs te of temptations I've Wc 
For I afterw ards ſall'd round the world ; | 
And a queer tet we ſaw, of the devil's own brov 
Wherever our ſails were unfurl'd : | 
Some with faces like charcoal,” and others like ct 
3 ready one's heart to overhaul, 5 

Don't you go to love me, my good girl, faid 1 
Pe Hive orn to be conſtant to Poll. 


f 1 met with a 3 out at lata . 

All in glaſs and tobacco pipes dreſt; 
What a dear pretty monſter, ſo kind and ſ 
That I ne'er was a moment at reſt : _ 
With her bobs at her ears, and her quaw, qu 
All the world like a Bartlemy doll; - 
Says I, you Miſs Copperkin, pray hold your? 
For I ſhill be conſtant to Poll. 


1% 1. 


Then one near Sumatra, juſt under the line, 
As fond as a witch in a play; 
I love you, fays ſhe, and juſt o: ily be maine, 
Or by poifon I'll take you a way; 
Curſe your kindneſs, ſaid I, but you can't frighten me, 
You don't catch a gudgeon this hawl ; | 
If I do take your rat's-bane, why then do you ſee, 
I fhall live and die coaſtant to Poll. | 


But I Meap'ld * em all, taw ney, I ', and black 
And merrily weather'd each ſtorm ; 
And my neighbours to pleaſe, full of wonders - cams 5 

e 1 8 

| But what's beter Pls grown pretty warm: 


- 
A 
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And ſo now to ſea, I ſhall venture no more, 
For you know, being rich, I've no call ; 
Pl: bring up young tars, do my duty on ſhore, 
And live and die conſtant to Poll, 


— 


PATRICK N. RETURN. 


RON lathering aa beating the negros ant pleaſe re, 
Harro! here's myſelf, little Paddy come back 


7 To be ſare I'm at home, where a man ſhould be eaſy, 


With rum in his locker and joes in his ſack ; 


7 By my ſoul it fo pleates me no to be thinking, 


Ho neat I ſhall hear the dumb creatures a chinking, 
When ſnug at the tavern I pays for my drinking, 
And fing to tie tune of ſmallililow whack ! 


1 68] 
| 72577 a bot hero, didderco, fire away f riſkyy 
Faure! hawt wen 2 get the fly fox by the tai. 
5 Och! "27645 Country D Xing, E, ight W:/t- India . 
Laar made agr cat Eero f Patrick O- Neal. 


Devil Joadt, . Extrorner Cazettes would proclaim it too, 

All witkout ever a word of a flam; | | 

. How Jarvis 'lads—Arrah why ſhould they 1 name it now? 
Leather'd away tliere at fort Buzzottam: = N 

Hubbubbo! by my troth, its all truth that mey tell ye, 

I ſtood it myſelf, till tho heart in my belly py 

{at up to my mouth — 7 tle foul of Moll Kelly, 
The th. Nu ſav'd my }; fe, was a drop of a dram. 


With a Gotker 7 Se. 


| One morning, d- ye ſee, in a dex il of a pallion;- 
Our noble Commander ſat down, at bis eaſe; 


And writ to the Freuchmen, as this, « Butheration ! 
Either get out of that, Sir 


or do as you pleaſe.” 
But the auſwer was Mum !” for a Frenchman a wonder, 
Nabuckleth ! my joy — bor we gain d by the blunder 
A rich yc:low harvelt, g got in daring l 

And der, * ny foul, hide i.e thraſh! ng of peat; 


With à bott _—_— 


Domingo's our own ten good luck to the ſervice 
E'ei ſince at Port Prince all ther rench turu'dt! heir backs; | 

So truſting their hogſheads to 1 ord and to farvis, 
Ve'll leave Gray and Whi te to look after the bl. . 


On the fourth day of June Br itiſm las rouk esc 3 
The day of all days for a avat celcbratton: 


1 9 1 
| King George was the word and jong live the foundation ! ! 


To bother the gig of that thief Santhonax ! x 
— Wi as a berberos, De. 


R AND HALF rack. 


| Tus: E Yarmouth roads are e right a-head, | 
| Iue crew with ardour burning; 
1 6 Jack firgs out as he heaves the lead, „ a 
| On tack and half tack turning, | | 
, ©". By ahe dezp eleven; 
| _ Lafwdin the chains, tlie line he coils, 
| Then round his head *tis ſwinging, CE S : 
Y, | And tizus io make the land he toi 15, 
In numbers quantiy firging, 
Ey the mark (yon 
| : And now, left w2run bump aſhore, 
| He heaves the lead, and ſings once more, 
Quarter lef-: four. | 


Abcut hid, lade, tumble uf there can't you ſeem 
Srand bywell==bark, bark, the helm's a lee— 
Here ſhe comes, up tacks and ſbects, hawl muinſail 55 
Faul, ha tul, off. haz! : | 
Ard as the! 1999 4 Hf Tre 2 2 Vicco 
Exultiug, ſbeut the wappy cru, : 1 ; 
Each ſingiug as the ſails he urls, | 
Hey, for the fiddle and the gitls, 


Hey, fer the fddics, Ec. 


Ine next tack we run out to ſea, 
Old England's ſhore appearing z 
Again we tack, and Jack with glee, 
- Sings our, as land we'er nearing, 
And a half eleven: 
; And as thty name ſome beauty near, 
To tars of bliſs the ſummit, _ 
Jack joins the jet, the jibe, the jeer, 
| And heaves the pond-rous Pome 
By the mark ſeven; 
And now, while dar. gerous 8 roar, 
Jack cries, I ſt we run plump aſhore, 
Quartz Iſs four: 


Thus tars at ſea, like .* ks at home, 
By tac and tack are bias'd ; 
The farteit away about we roam, 
To bring us ome the nigiictt, 
| Py tlie deep eleven: 
For one tac! zore, and ore the wind, 
Shall we in a fe glaſſes, | 
Now malte tie land both true and kind, 
| To find our friend; and lafſes, 
Buy the mark ſeven; 
Then heave the lead, my lads, once more, 
con ſhall we gally tread the ſhore, 
And a half ſour. ; 


= 


— — of 


What lets water behind, and the mud in before, 


| Runs away from the foot, and returns never more. 


' THE FRENCH co 
30 BY MR, WALLACK, AT THE ROYAL FALOON, 


2 3 18 0. France « juſt arriv "4, 
Where twenty-five years I at cobbling had triv'd ; 


Till von fatal day I was torn from my all, 


The Devil tear to pieces the Democrats all. 


Der 25 daun, To 


My W and "wy being chang'd * 2 gun, 
With thouſands of others oer Frontiers I run = 


{| But Meſſrs. les Anglois cauſe me ſo much fright, 
KF That I was ſham dead! and eſcapꝰd the ſame niglit. 
| | | n don, Tee h 


if fair words will this back and the belly ſuffice, 
We have victuals and cloathing, mafois in a trice ; 


| But when theſe we atk of our fam'd Democrats, | 
They * up our mouths with their damn d Aſſignats! 
| Derry- deror, Sc. | 


Id rather be Cobbler and work in my Nall, 
Than of the Convention yon grand General ; 


| | One day he be great man—he head all the mob, 


One, two, three days onthe cut off his nob ! 


_ Derry-de ww? *3 S Cs 


la Convention is like to an old rotten ſhoe, 


That w ants both a ſole and a top- leather too; 


2 — > 7 — 
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If ſafe I arrive, 1 will gick to my trade, 
In Londres, where always I'm ſure to be paid ; 
Where Jaw is reſpected, and that is the thing, 

That makes t the poor e rich and the King. 


* * 


12 . 
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DOS ASE RES SES EDAESY 


THE MID- WATCH, 


* 7 HEN tis night and the mid- watch is c me, 
_ And chilling miſts hang oer the daſhing main; 
Then ſailors think of their long diſtant home, 
And of thoſe friends they ne er may ſee 993.11 
But when the ſiglit's begun, | 
Each ferving at nis gun, 
| Should any thought of them come oer your mii. d, 
O think, but ſhould the day be v won 
| How "twill cheer 
Their hearts to bear, 


That their old . he was on 1e. 


E or, n my lad, if vou a miſt; eſs kind | 
Have left on ſhore, ſome pretty girl and true; 
Wnuo many a night Joth liſten to the wind, 
And vhs to think how it may K re with yon; 
Oh! when the fight 's begun, | 
| Each 23 at his gun, 
Should an) thougl. t of her come o'er your und; 
Think only ſhould the day be won, 
How 'twill cheer 


Her heart to he cur, | | 
he was one. 


— 
— — 


— — 


2 BU PER 2 D FRIEND. 
SUNG BY MR. TAYLOR, 


AT VAUXHALL. 


T, o Venus and Woche thoſe ſpirits divine, 
pledge, in full bumpers, libations on earth ; 


for friendſhip and love ſliall e*cr hallow the ſhrine, - | 
From whence all ſuch camiorts of Li: ove their birth... 


Tho? car- may emitter ti: e ple.1ures of man. 


"Tis wine, cheering wine, that can temper the fmart ; >. 


Then quaff it, ye mort, and mak» it your plan, 
To nenn, and the 22 of your he art. 
Shou'd envy intrud- on the rapturcs of love, 
And her po. ſon fiugt adders malignantly hiſs, 


It conſtancy follo:y the £1 of the Dove, 


And th 1:2rp'ss ſhall die thro? finceiity's kiſs; 
Them Hume a flaggon, fill, ll to the brim, 
And let each good fellow with me hear a part, 


kor mn, fong Ad my ſentiment's made but ior him 


. Who <r.nks to a friend, and the giel of his heart. 


To ſorrow : or diſcord Ine er turn my mind, 
What have 1 wit! the minions of tro: is 5 to d 


Wil, Venus's myrtle my brow is entwin'd, 


And eat throv of my heart ee to frien ip is true. 
3 . birathic in this worid, E: me taſte ſuch deligut 


A FP: 8 f 


Av Zacher and Venus can only mpart; 


And LR. a true Britain Ji diink day and night, 


Tea brotherly friend, and the girl of my lar: 


ä __— e A 
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THE © MO DEL. 


1 
srN BY MR, DIGNt u. | 1 ; 
| M, fiend 18 the man I wins; copy tuo lite, | | a 


He harbours no envy, he cauſes no ſtrife ; 7 


| 
' 
Neo murmurs eſcape him, tho? fortune hears hard; | 
Content is his portion, and peace his reward 3 WE 
Still happy in his ſtation, _ | 
He minds his occupation; 
Nor heeds the ſneers, 
Nor knows the cares, 3 SH 
Which vice and folly bring; | 
Daily working wearily, - 
Nightly firging cheerily, 
Dear to him his wife, his home 4 his country, and ws ng 5 


His heart is enlarg'd, tho” his income is ſcant, e = 
He leſſens his little for others that want; | | 
Tho' his children's dear claims on his induſtry prefs, : 
He has (practhing to ſpare fo. the Ciiild ot Karen; 5 

He ſceks no idle ſquabftle, e 
Ile joins ro thoughtl- 1 ral. * 
Io clear jus way, 
From day to day, 
His honeſt views extend, 


Won he ſpeaks "is verily, 
When le ſmil-s tis merrily ; | 
Dear to him his ſport, his toll, lis! honour, and his friends 


1 75 1 


How charming to find, ia his humble btb, 


| | The vile on ly arziou der onde? to ptüve, 
| The play ful eee of 8 8 88880 love: 

| Relating Ton his lh 8 | 
| Amid his welcome ne Tit0% 3, 
| Wii plain NN 
| 


With j-? and tale, 
The * hero, .: 
| No vain ſchemes conſoundiug ! ing 
All! 1115 joys ſurroun: þ am; | Co 
der he holds! Bis natl e land, its 1 v5, and liberty. ; 


THE corr- CZ LN rt: GRIT 


SUNG BY Ma. DIGNUM. 


f 0 i a 8 4a to » A712 
Now: * ' . 5 ö ! perſum⸗ tue FI 


_ 


| ©... Beneath the woods. nfs dae 
| Fach gat rd breathes 1. 0 gs 
From all tun:'s freſh, from all that's talr, 
+ I've culled ac weet to deck With care, 
I My cottage in the EIT 


O come, Ein A, LEE maid, 
To ſnare the Foverts Ot ru al fade, 
O con: and be my love: 
Here muſic charms vit magic found;. 
While love and pl-aſure reign around 


ll My cottage in the grove. 


That Hits fo much ſoug! it, ſo unk noi to the greats 1 


222 


1 


Here roſes red and res whi te, 
With rival fwerts my fair invite, 
FTheſe rural jo to prove ; 
ere harmony deliznts to d weil, 
Content is found within my cell, 
My cottage in the grove. 


$354 $80vertecase 


3 N FAIR SUS.2N 4 ler &e, 
SUNG ur ain. Diet 


Wh HEN fair Suſan Lie, with a hear: full of woe, 
And to ſea went, my fortune o mend; 

5 He. oft ſWelling boſom beat hard to and fro, 

2. Men ſhe loſt both her love and her friend: 

5 Tare then well, Tom! ſhe cry d, and did me adleu, 


While ie fears rain d in thoryers from ker eje; 


4 12s 3 fo JON ihe thip's CIcW, 
While loud War, My lurrows reply. 


Thie winds they blew hard, aud tn gen Zan to roar, 
IV! ile blae lightning around us did Aath ;. 35 
II. Hught of my Suſan, and with'd ME on ſhore, 
Still the waves moſt tremendous did daſh: 
At length a le: Kk ſprung, and 21! Hands call'd on A 
In vain every art try 4 to {ave ;. 
| I ſwam on a plank, and efcap'a from the week, | 
Tune reſt met a Watery g rave! ! 


| | "4-77 2 & 

I Kind fortune thus having preferved my y life, 

Io my Suſan I thought I would go; 

With joy I ſhould meet with my long abſent wiſe, | 
But my hopes were all chang's into woe: 

For the news reach'd her ears, that the ſhip it was lofty ö 
And Thomas, her love, was no more; 5 
| Ste died as a roſe, when nipt by the a, 

Andi lire her loſs to deplore. 


om nom non. 

SUNG ! BY MR, TORO IN HARLEQUIN AND een St 
"Po fe med at the Thea ere Boxal, Covent- Garden. 

S nen _ hd to 2 dog's new tory, 

That contains of his race and pretentions to glory ! 

For we dogs may be found in every rauk and ſtation, \ 


Since puppies are careſs d by the firſt in the nation. | 


Bro, cor, zou, Se. 


A flattere:'s a cringing dog, he's always a fawaing, — 
An alderman's a fleepy dog, he's always 2 yaw. ung 
A methodiſt's a howling dog, his cant he s alwe aps W ahinig/ 


N And law vers tliey're miſchievous os they'll tear oy 4 
Pocket S in out. | 


G3 


Bow, wWz Wow, 3 


bite, „ 
15 A miter's he's 4 thirdy dog, hie faves an inch of candle, 
A coxcomb he's a ap dg tor Pretty Miſs to dandle. 


Bt, wow, vows D c. | 


= Pli;ficians they are pompous dogs, they look ſo monſtrous 8 


big, Sir, 


But if you'd find their conſequence, tis in their cane and ET 


TY, wig, Sir, | | | x 
With latin n they 3 us, poor deluded he Sir, 
And what they give their patient dogs, * never . 


themſcly es, dir, = 1 8 
| Berg, won, Wire, Sc. 


The play houſe too, is full of dogs, that cram you with their 
| fummery, e = 


The manager's a dancing dog, he unn pes with his mum- 


mery, 


The ſide- box beaux, are critic dogs, that ev'ry. fault are 


marking, 


5 he gallery boy s are nvi!ly dogs, they? re aw: ous. 6 barking 


x Boro, 70929, roc, * 6. 


Tue gambler he's a. fait ng 5 dog, he tc icks you with his 


| cards, 8 Sir, 


And bailiifs Mey: are fly dogs, they bite you der rl th tard | 


Sir, 
A rake he is a jo!ly dog, w horn all the ladies fancy, 


And lam faxthful dog as auy here you can ſee. 
Bere, were, Tov, Woe 


A! over he's a wretched dex, without his dear delight, Sir, 
And bullies they are Iv aggering _ that bark, 85 never N 


n 4 


. 
PHELII oO NEAL. L 


SUNG BY MR, ROCK; IN THE SAME. 


| My name is tight Phelim; 1 rm come from the , 

By way of qwwerſion, I carry a hod. | 

[ quitted ſweet Dublin with other gueſs views BY 

hat all my miſtake came from reading the news fe 

u told me that here Td be quite in the vogue, 

1 1oPd my grey wiz, and I bruſh'd up my brogue, 
Tkifed my old friends, and a proſperous gale 

Iro lixerpool, blew little Phelim O'Neal. 


4 ith my Turno ron not, arrah be eaſy, . 


Pa. ug loc, I'm as nate as @ daſy. 


We Iriſh to make it out find many ways, 

We cry tine fat rabbits, and write pretty plays; 
My gay Matter Maſon no more I'm your man, 
I be maſter myſelf, I'm Sir Chriſtopher Wren. ? 
To the Devil with your brick-bats and trowels my dear 7 
Aud is that yourſelf with the barrel of beer. 5 
| But give him the drop, and «ch, hone, I'll be bail, 
1 To thi Klees up in tortar e — O' Neat. 


” th * kerne rev, oe, 


„ „ 


THE DISMAL Ant. Lion 7, 
; _ SUNG BY MR. - JOHANNOT, AT THE ROYAL-S loox. 


A old 3 a was ; ſnori ing aways 


She dreamt ſuch a dream, put her quite in a vamp lights | 9 


: And nudging of gaffer, —ſhe cry — l. ovey, pray 
; De get out of bed, and blow out the Lamp-light. * 
7 be naſtly diſri al Lam; lig li, t | 
Fal de ral de ra, 


4 ob! ' my a have had Tuch a dream and now, 38 


4 would with to be a * e yup do get out 


. of dea : | 


A. blow out the Lampe ight Sn 


5 old gaffer 3 and &er willing to pleaſ*, 
Tumbles out of bed, refolv'd for to cruſh light; 
And put, till the wick made the old codger ne 
8 he puft at the Lamp- light— 

| The teaſing liitle L amp=: Agb, 


ö Fal de ral de ray 
ce can' t, can't blow it out, goody, ent 4 Try 
3 again, gaffzr—and you'll do wonders |"? 
© ] have mo al my breath, a pud ang and puffing— © 


ft your d d—m—d tea Lanp-ligtt 225 


Then goody tumbled a SY in a pet, | 
Reſolv'd to extinguiſh or preſently to damp light; 


66 1 can dt 


WW 
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K 8 1 1 
| b a; tin 1 the wick put the old one in 2 Fweat— 5 
A yang at the Lamp-light— | 
| Th n 4 little L amp-lght, 
Fal de ral de 1a, | 


© Bd Why ton t you nelp me gafſer—why Jon! t you help me > 
- © Don't you lie, 
3 goody, —h ant I been puffing above this half-hour—— 


« You mate nis do it all myfel[.””: 


A: your d ed eimal Lamp-light P. 


= | The maid then came in, being alarm'd at the noiſe 


Of goody and gaffer, a putting out this cramp light; 


| Ard for a puff „her bellows ſoon employs, 


And Nrs. Molly the puft the Lamp-lizght— | 


| | = "N00 aggravaling Lamp. _ 


: 5 Tal Je ral de ia, 


|* Why, what have you done to it, na am n 1 8 
ert inly have done ſomething to it.“ — Ponc to 

5 | it Iſnys de do you tu I hay done t 
9 « jt W iy dt you putt, Moly, e 

| f 6 Puff tu Drei — (ay? Mon, )—- think I came 

| hes kere to he waked ont Ot ov. wo be puffing and 


( 
* puikng— 


= 15 . uy „ TE s x Lamp-li 5 f 
The clerk of the 3 lept over head, 


: And Amen, he puſt, till his face waxed red, 
A puffing at the Lamp-light— 


| | _ The glimmeri 1g litele Lamp-b ghty 
| | Fal de ral de ra, 


Awak'd with the nowe, and down fairs he ane Ugnt; 3 


* . 
— — —— — 1 


—— —— 


(8 J 

2 Run for the parſon, Molly run for the Parſon ! 
Run for the Devil! (ſays Molly) what are you frighten'd 

le about—why don't you blow out tlic light, and h curſt 


4 to you you a M 


e Yes, Molly, ard well 
40 you inow I am—but it requires more than a mortal to 


Blow cut your Lan, -light | 177 


In came tue . Juſt 3 in the nick, N | 
The While they Were uw PY ; ard ſweating at the e Lamp, ; 
Ee 5 
She turn'd down the top, a nd 2 went the wick 5 
Of tlie little dm Lamp-I _ 1 
Ard cat io . Lampe e | 
Fal ac ral 4 ra, 


So Mrs. Suds, the Queen of f the waſh- ruby 
Put out the Len 74 5. 


= = 1 


* 0 * 


8 o xs DUETS, ae. 
5 Is TH 2 
'$0Ns« or BRITANNIA; or GEORGE FOR x ENGLAND 3 


ts ffn at Sale r's Wills 


 Sox0—M. Dis u rox. 


R. ALPH,—Us! nigs! Keie what dos't think 
Ot a ſoldier's loife, ann foighting ann drumming Y 


1 3 take heart of grace and never try to ſlink, 


Yen the Car—mang—gols as 6all'n are coming. 


Tom and Will, Dick and Phil, ad dang it! come and * | 


Here's Meaſter Sarjeant will gie a protty penny ; 


FE A thing loike to this when you gott'a in your- mutton fiſt, © 


Once at'n, you * hitt' a as well as any! | 


Foiting 1 roaring, ranting Noting popping, hews | 
ing, chopping, 


Spite of all that nwy befall, mun be a foin divarthioa ; ; 


| And if ſhot dead, there's no more to he ſaid, | 
1 Than poor john Taunton dy in the faſhion! 


Ir; ye live and win the day, why then y'a gotten this to ſay, 


ITis better ſport than cudgel 1 and wins ye mortal | 
ER - | 


| Let the lad thats clever, try it 8 | 


Now 5 the time or never, o Kick the World aſore y 75 . 


x $4 I 

1 1 melancholy was as a cat, „ 

When Doll bid me gon and hang in my garters 5 

: In an anger—neaiv ad dang her ] told her like a ſolder, . 

_ She nor ne er a Sans Culotte, bun never Lupe for __ 
ters, 


| Red. coats look ſo ſmart and pretty, eve). 4. U bats ſo nicely 
fit ye: | 1 l 
ene ! Ralph, what a pity 5 yeav ve non reſolution ! 0 
Loyal hearts can ſtand the tell, tis they tht ſerve their 
| Country beſt, 5 . 


I A. 


And may the Galjows « catch the red wh: 1 to breed ” 5 


| N 


| You that would volour ſhew, 
No time ſo fit as now, | 
Soa gie 's 2a loyal row de row 
| Dor King and Conftitution.t. 
5 Come all, g great, ſm W, ſhoxt, tall, 
-”_ for a red « coat 
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* 


sone. Ga - A. 


Tos © farew en thoſ: days of giorp, 
At my grief you well may guete: 

Oft have 1 declar'd my ſton, | 
How I lov'd my poor: brown 1 Buſs, £ 


- 


Thirty. eight long years in WOE er 
Ny fond arins the us d blue; 


AT brought 
a why I leave Paris, Marſeilles, and Bordeaux: 
F—ſince dat you no can entendez Francois, 


FE 1: 


Ten long years and more are over _ 
sines I've hugg d my poor brown Beſs. | 
: Her ſkin cho not ſo ſoft and fair as 
Somme nice Dames, I muſt confeſs, 
Jet as much good time and care has 


| Beenemploy'd on poor brown Beſs. 


© Faithful ſtin to every N 


For Parade whene'er I'd dreſe, 


Neat and clean, a poliſh'd beauty, 


Ever came my poor brown Beſs. 


Vat, alas! thoſe times are paſt now 
Age and wounds my frame polleſs z 


Death I find approaching faſt now, 
Fo farewell my poor brown Eeſs. 


| In one requeſt, ah Ant oppoſe mn 


Ere the turf my corps ſhall preſs ; 


Ere the coffin quite encloſe me, 
By my fille place poor brown Beſs. 


: CONnG——Mr. ? KI x 9. 5 


eng it in Engliſe, Monſieur, $'1] vous plat, 


11 


me to Londre ? Bon —dat you fal know, | 


_ — — 


t 26 1 
b You know de Crnreniten dat kill a Air ris 
Dey ſwore to take Holland de very ſame ſpring; 


I was den wid de army, and fam'd Dumourier, 5 
| "Whore was hunger i in front, and all * in the rear. , 


I e dat time when we all march. away, 
De crow dey did follow in ſearch of de prey; 

But when dey behold us dey follow no more, | 

For be Gar—dey ne'er faw ſuch poor ſcare-crow before, 


At laſt we arrive on de Hollander' 8 coaſt, 
And make proclaimation, wid very fine boaſt ; 
5 But 'tis very well known dat deceive us great deal, . 
do we no could take Holland=we took to our heel! 
Den we all go to quarrel—tought I to myſell, 
 Meſfieurs Serviteur !—you may all go to hell! | 
: So me take a French leave—foutre ! vat do I ſay = 
Ouf ! de French take deir leave in a different way. 


Ye Briton, who wiſh like de French to be free, 
Take warning by Citizen Paine and by me: 

Pauvre Tom ſay we're free, like de bird i in de air 
Tes be Car! dey have cage uu, and I am o pluck bare! 


1 am now come to England ro beg your relief, 


5 And inſtead of no v: ictual, to manger roaſt beef : 


Ah ! bleſs on your faces, ſo plump and ſo clear, 
Tis the right ſort of Freedom, I ſee, flouriſh here. 


93d --- O Wo 


e! 


1 
Soner. Nox uax. 
Or April t the firſt I ſet off, like a fool, 


From Kilkenny to Dublin, to ſee Lawrence Tool, | 
My mother's third couſin, who often wrote down 


| | Forto come and to fee how he flouriſh'd in town. 
I had ſcarce ſet a foot in the terrible place 
Before a ſpalpesn came and ſtar'd in my face— 


He call'd to a preſs- gang they came without fails " 


And foon neck and mY carried Patrick O'Neal. 


| They A away as 5 they 3 with a So 
Taking me for a ſailor, you ſee, in diſguiſe, 

But a terrible blunder they made in their ſtrife, 
For I nel er ſaw a ſhip nor the ſea in my life. - 
| Then ſtraiglit to a Tender they made me repair, 
| Butof T:aderncſs devil a moricl was there; 


Och! I ramp'd ard I curs'd, but it did not avail, | 
Till a great ſvimming caſtle met Patrick ONeal. 


This big ſwinging thief roll'd about in the tide, 
Wid all her fr at teeth ſticking ſaſt hy her ſide; 5 
Where they bid me to mount, and he ſure for to keep 
Faſt hold with my trotters for fear I ſhould trip. 
l let go my hands, and ſtuck faſt with my toes, 


And (how it could happen, the Lord above knows) 


Fell plump in the water, and ſplaſh'd like a Whale, i 
[- A well picked was Patrick O'Neal. 


Hz 5 


Wid a great ſwell of laughter, they hoiſted me hy | 

To this huge wooden world, full of riot anti din; | 
What ſtrings and what pullies attracted my eye, 
And how large were the ſheets that were hung out way, 
It ſeem'd Noah's ark, ſtuft with different gaelts, 
Hors, pedlars, geeſe, ſailors, and all other beaſts: 


Some drar k hladders of gin, ſome drank pitchers of lh, 


| While ſome EO AO 2d at poor Patrick O' Ned. 


| Then to go d 1 1 e:: . a great w iſh, 
Where they live under water like ſo many fiſh; 

4 was clapt in a meſs with ſome more of the crew. 
8 They call'd it banyan day — ſo gave me Burgoo- 
For a bed, I'd a ſack ſwung as high as my ching 
| They call d it a hammock, and bid me get in; 

I took a great leap, but my footing was frail, 

— clean over cartel was Patrick O'Neal. 


: The 4evil a wink 3 1 ſleep al FM ale 


And awoke the next morn in a terrible fright ; 


Up hammocks—down cheſts, they began for to hawhy 


Here's a Frenchman in fight—ſure! ſays Lis that al? 3 


Then we hawl'd up our large window ſhutters with ſpeed, 
And run out our Bull Dogs, of true En; zun breed; 


While the creatures gave mouth I held fat by the ral, = 


2 oy Kick" d and run over poor Patrick 0 Neal. 


8 Thus we rattled away, 5 my foul, bob : q FF | 
Tin the Frenchman gave out as he thought a bad TY 
Tuo tie him behind, a large cord they did bring, 

And we led him along like a pig in a ftring. 


— q . : — 


| 


| 
] 
| 
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en home to O14 England we dragg'd 4 the French boy; 
I Och! the fight of the land made me ſea- ſick for joy; 5 
I They made up a peace, and the war growing Ty ps 
| St all hands 2 with poor . O'Neal. 


| 95, ye th. on + 7 kind, a ſafe courſe I can ſteer, : 
Neither cat-h-ad, nor cat-block, nor any cat fear; 
| While there's ſhot in the locker, I'll fing I'll be bound, : 
And Saturday night ſhall laſt all the week round. 
I But ſince King and Country no calls us amain, Eto 
| By the Piper of Leinſter I'll venture again, 
| Make another dry voyage—bring home a freſh tale, 


And you'l _—_ till __ cry at TP Patrick O'Neal. 


Sone—Mr. Dis a rox. 


8 Friend ſheer off with your flack j law, 
Or I'll malte your crazy ſides to yaw, 


|| Dye think to hum good ſubjects ſo ? 


ny, man, "Us all my eye ! | 
You may ſhew your Gimcracks where you mar, 


I'm plain Ja ick Tar, Bet, that's my way, | 


And to all that foreign ſwabs can ſay, 
EEE Why, I fings tal de ral tit. | 


| It \ was is the girls, nor Uri my nor deft, 
Drove me to ſea now Was it Bet? 2 


H 3 


1 


| 1 ſaid ſo then—and I fay it yet, 


It was all ſor to ſerve my King : 2 


| Then damme! why ſhould a French Monſieur, , 


Ever come for to go fur to ſay this here —- 
That an Engliſh heart has that to fear, 


Wuile he fings tal de ral tit. 


Now, vocal I am jigging it here 3 | 
Tou may think I goto ſea no more, 

| Aud I don't, d'ye mind, blame you therefore, | 
|... Cauſe I ſhould a {iid the fame—. 


But, Lord! I'm none of your ſculking twelll, ] 


'Tho' I likes a trip to Sadler's Wells, 


And there, when I ſees the Beaux and the Belles * 


| a. 1 ſing fal de ral tit. 


Then Bet, my girl, 3 my wind) you Know, 
Let us take one ſpell before we go, 

All hands on deck for a dance IU he # 1 
Why fiddlers that's your ſort: 

2 should a true Jack Tar, up aloft th. re, by. : 
Mayhap he'd like to join with me, 

Take a parting friſk, then off to Tos. 

And re-Ang fal de ral tit. 


| 
| 
| 


1 


; 1 'LL ſing- but hold firſt let me give you a toaſt, 
1 May toe ne ver deſpair till our Freedom we've lat. 

| Then—now I'll aſſiſt you, to drain dry the crater, 

: m_ Wy ſhall mY me with _— Ar, Fire, Water. 
My au. 


as Earth i is the firſt, be Old England my theme, 
Itꝰ's a ſoil which all true-hearted Britons eſteem; 
| It's a foil which I ever have lov'd from my birth, 
It's a ſoil I ſhall . til I'm hid! in the Earth | 
| Derry down, 


| kince Air is the next, then ſing twelve Soars ſongs, 
For that's the beſt Air we can breathe from our lung; 
But firſt let us driak, for by Bacchus I ſwear, | 
That the mare wine is in, it expels the more Air. 
| 0 Derry down. 
Now Fe the Element next I'll define, ; 
Pray what Fire can equal the Fire of wine? 
Then fill me a bumper, tis all E deſire, 
"Twill warm me * is not that the true Fi re oY 
Wn — e. 


| Tho Water's a Lance the ladies approve, | 

| Yet a bottle of hock would they tipple, by Jove! 

| Widow, wife, aunt, ar niece, ſiſter, mother, or daughter, 
| Would never * ww of . or Mater. 
Derry down. 
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And now my * 8 4 Ive mother toaſt es | 
% May we never ant courage when put to the ſhift." 
But, avaſt tho Mou ſhan't ſay I'm all i' the wrong, 
For I call upon you—-my _ Sir — for a Song: 


| Deny down, 


THE HUM 0 URS OF LONDON. 


suv BY MR. FAWCET, 


ws \ n HEN 1 to London firſt came in, 
| Ho I began to gape and ſtare ! | 
Ws ; he cries they kept up ſuch a dix 
© Freſh lobſter=duſt—and wooden warts 
A damſel lovely, and black eyed, | 
Tript thro” the ſtreets, and ſweetly cried 
„ Buy my live ſprats! 
| Wo Buy my live ſprats! 2 
A youth on t' other fide the way, . 
| : With hoarſer lungs did echoing ſay=s 
| 9 Buy my live pra! . 


F all fhrilly aries the chimney 10 cep; 
I.)ue fruitreſs fair, bawl'd “ round and ſound ! 3p 
The ew would down the area peep, 
Jo look for cuſtom under ground; 
lis bag he o'er his ſhoulder flung, 
And to the footmen ſweetly ſungz — 25 
8 „ Cloaſhes to ſhell cloaſhes ns 
Mt Round and found —Sweep mw 


* 
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Young ſoot cried, ce foes! pe in accents rae. ; 
The barrow lady and the Jew, | 


ow. Round and found .”— Pe Clones! OD." 


A noith at every turn you'll 83d 
Ground ivy, rabbit ſkins to ſell, 
Great news from France, and knives to grindy 


Matts, muffins, milk, and mackarel © 


And when theſe motley noiſes die, 
In various tones the watchmen cry — | 


& By the clock—twelve * | 
« Paſt twelve o'clock.” — 


| Then home to bed the ſhopmen creep, 
Au all the night are kept from flecp, 


Wich paſt — humph — O clock. 
THE IRISHMAN IN LONDON. 
Tune no Pm your Prieft, Sec. 


5 Oc ' joy to you, Paddy, my jewel, my box, : 


I'Il tell you a ſtory, *ti: crue, my dear joy; 


I have ſeen the big world, that is little withal, 


Tis London, dear honey, 'twas made for us 5 | 
Be ye droniſh, or ever ſo lazy, 
Crack'd, ftupified, apiſh, or crazy, | 

Tis here my dear boy 8 be Gs. 


: : 0 London, de ar London, for me. 


No ſtarving, dear jewel, by my ſoul, none at al, 
For if dinner is wanting, they'll eat a tone Wall! 


Il 


"Tis no matter, a gentleman, taylor, or clown, 


If you're falling, dear joy, 1 they'll ſoon knock 15 | 


Jou down. | 
Come, boy, away, never be aifey, | 
_ - *Tis thus, my dear boy, to be lazy, 77 


For fighting all mortals are crazy, | 
A | ens battle” s the m_ 


There's one thing; by my foal, and that i is not rights 
That a Briton againſt a Briton ſhould fight ; $ 
Let honor give way, tis a notion abſurd, _ 
| When the enemy's near, joy, then brandiſh your ſword, 
When glory calls, never be aiſey, 
n honor, dear joy, be not lazy, 
5 For liberty mortals are crazy, 
Let valour and friendſhip unite. 


COME, BUY MY WATER CRESSES! 
SUNG BY MASTER PHELPS, | 
AT * AUX H AL Lo 
M. W tho* thou can tr not boaſts 5 
Of title, fame, or riches; 

Still thou art oft a lover's toaſt, 
And many a ſwain bewitches. | 
From ſtreet to ſtreet, from lane to lane, „„ 

Her calling ſheproſefſes, _ 
And daily cries, in cheerful ſtrain, 
Come buy my water creſſes ! 
My nice young water creſſew 


1 
The muſky roſe that breathes perfume, 
And round its fragrance ſcatters, 
Excels not NAN, in beauty's bloom, | 
Tho' clad in humble tatrers : | 
5 While proud ones ſcoff, and rich ones jeer, 
At my ſweet girl's diſtreſſes, 
She conſtant cries de void of fear, 
„ Come, buy my water creſſes! 


g | PFreſh as the balmy breath of morn, 
My charmer daily riſes | 
More fair than thoſe, who, wealthy! born, 
Poor NA Nx v's ſtate deſpiſes: 
Vet ſhe regardleſs of each frown, 
| With lovely auburne trefſes, 
ls ſeen to cry, from town to town, 
1 Come, buy my water crefſes ! 
. 5 My nice, _ 5 | 


— —[Vvd)̃ [G Ä 


HARK ! THE MARTIAL FIFE AND DRUM. 


SUNG oy MRS, MOUNTAIN, 


v. lads, of the love of your country poſſeſs'd, 

Whoſe duty at preſent to Britain is due; 

Who lope with the ſmiles of the fair to be bleſs'd, 
Let valour beat time to my rat-tat-tat-too. | : 


Fer hark ! the martial fife and So | 
Bids ev 'ry loyal kero come, 
To 5ght for Brizan's giory : 


96-1 


Then Jcudly ſhall the page of fame 
Traryrit the luſtre of your name, 
To ſpine in future ſtory. 


O Britain's | ! how great, how important the caufe, 
On which are depending your fortune and lives, 
Your liberty commerce, religion, and laws, 


Your kindred, your progeny, ſweet-hearts and wives, 


Hart! 4 * ! the martial fife, &c. 


ler F renchmen ann in their liberty tree, | | 
With thorns tis engrafted, and crabs are its fruit; 
Dot while you are loyal, united and free, | 
Their anarchy ne*er ſhall our order pollute. 


Hart bart 5 rbe martial Ae, ee. 


Who looks RIPE darger fematins unmoy <>. 5 
Perhaps he too late may his apathy rue, 

While he ſhall be henour'd, eſteem'd, and approy d, 
Who valour beats time to my rat tat- tat- too. 


Hari ! i the martial fifa &c. 


POOR ANNETTE. THE rad 
-- SUXNG- BY MISS MILNE. 8 


; I N frolic Cance and mirthful Fea ; 

: How ſweet eſcap'd each paſſing daß; 
In Savoy's plains, where bleſt and tree, 

The tyrant, France, was far away. 


CY 
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| Yet tho' an exile I muſt roam, 


vet feel T here no dread alarm, 


Since England ſtill affords a home, 


To ſhelt:r poor ANNETTE from harm : : 
Poor Ax x ET T, the Savoyard. 


eo fince my native plain deſpoil d, 


By cruel Gallia torn away, 


Izhe merry dance and woodnotes will, 


Fo more are heard at cloſe of day. 
Y et tho* no joys at home are found, 
No ſweet content our griefs to charm, 


We find a home on Britiſh ground, == 


To ſhelter poor ANNETTE from harm: 
_ Poor ANNETTE, the Savoyard. 


Where peaceful mirth had dwelt before, 
The ſhents of war now hurſt around, 


T he jocund pipe is heard no more 


Whilſt ſhrill the brazen trumpets ſound. 
Fat tho* invaded are our plains, 
No longer form*d our days to charm, 
Yet ſtill a home an exile gains, ; 
And Britain ſcreens ANNETTE from harm, 5 
Poor ANNETTE, the Savoyard. 


1 * 1 
TANTIVY. 


WRITTEN BY MR. DIBDIS. 


f 3 fone of oth dream time aways 
_ Regardl: fs what may follow, 5 

| And rail at us who wake the day, | 
With horn and hounds and hollow 3 


We their purſuit ſhould find the ſame, 


Io their ſcents were we privy; 
Fach man to hint ſome ſav'rite 195 
Thro' life goes on tantivy. 7 
Tas: tivy, ranti ivy, bancia 72 
. Tant ivy, tænti y, tantivy, 
Tre, tife goes on tanivy.. | 


The beck hunts the ancient ſchools, 


And walks with Ariſtotle : 


. Ladies and ſwindlers hunt for fools, ES 


The toper huntshis bottle: 


Thus ſhould we find, whate'cr the name, 


To their ſcents were we privy, 
PEO Mans ia d to bunt, c. 


| The „ hunts for w does, 
Muckworms are caih purſuing, 5 


N While, neck or notlung, down he goes, | 


The ſpendthriſt hunts his ruin: 


| Thus ſhould we find, be it wealthor r famey 


To their ſcents were we privy, 
. to hunt, Ec. 


"14 ; 


Pold tars for honour hunt the wind, | 
Ouvtrageous ſaints hunt finners, 
While with round belly capon lin'd, 
Fat alderme n hunts dinners: 


BE 1 hus ſhould we find men's vic ws the ſame, 2 


To their ſcents were we privy, 8 
Mantind to bunt, &c. 


We beauty hunt from place to place, = 
| 7 Rakes hunt new ſets of features, . 
| While gen'rous hearts hunts on the chace? 

Io relieve their fellow creatures 
Let love and honour be our aim, 

Regardl:ſs who are privy, 

In chace of pleaſure as fair game, 

Thro' life goes on tantivy. 


wh Sa ” ws 5 660 40 
TEE FOLLY RINGERS. 
; SUNG. BY . DIB DIN. 


5 O. T has the world been well defin” aq 


By ſayers and by fingers. 
I cal't a Belfrey, and mankind, 
I call the jolly ringer: 
5 * hro* Major bobs, and tripple bobs, 
Each emulouſly ranges, 
| And while each anxious boſom chrobgy 
> oy to ring the changes. 
And 5 G. „ 
12 
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Theſe college youths are ſent to ſchool, 
| And aft -r wards to college, : | | 
And thence return by ſquare and rule, 
Well vers'd in human knowledge: 
5 As genius leads, to cram his maw, 
Fach art's cloſe lad rynth ranges 3 
And on religion, phytic, law, | 
.  Compleatly rinz the clunges. 


c The fortune hunter FIRES and "mY 
And courts the wido ws jointureg 
Then with a richer heireſs flies, | 
Nor minds to difzppcint her: | 
The v. icow too, has her arch whim, | 
Nor thinks his conduct {trange is; 
A titled heir ſucceeds to him, 
And thus ſhe rings the changes. 


: The waiter pillages the greet, 
Ihe greck the ſpendthrift fleeces, 
| T he ſpendthrift makes dad's fortune ſqueaky 
Dad racks rents, and grants leaſes: | 
The tenants break, Gazette reports, 

Each difference arranges, 

IF ill pro and con, thro” all the courts, 
The law yer rings the changes. 


Thus, like the bells, each fear and hope, | 
_ Hangs wav'ring and ſuſpended, 
All tug away, while ſome a rope, 

E Get more than they mtended 3 


A 1 


2 


1 161 } 


Tn merry cadence, as they roll, 


We'll rove where reaſon ranges. 


1 85 Nor mall the bell of ſadneſs toll, 


- BY WU death hall = the 7 


THE NEWSMAN. 
' SUNG BY MR. ROMER. | 


* HO better knows the world than „ 


A newſman is my calling, | 
And in all weathers, wet or dry, 
Rare news I'm always bawling; 


| And when the folks [ want to buy, ” 


My Papers | to enhance, 


Kere s dreadful news, I loudly cry, | 


But juſt arriv'd from France; 
Thus when to queer the folks 1 chuſe, 


” biow my korn and cry rare news. 


| Thus when 1 query G 


wank WR the weld, you'll find tis true, | 
The one half of mankind, 


The plan of puffing do purſue, - 


The other half to blind ; 


Yon doctor, I fo rich and gay, 


Drives on thro? lite ſo cheeily, | | | | 


Puffs off his pills, and tells you they 


Some thouſand ſolks cure yearly 3 


Thus when to queer the folks they chuſe, 
Each puffs his praiſe and cries rare news, 
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Your money lenders advertife, | 
And puff their ſchemes ſo fairy 
They tell us us'ry they deſpiſe, 
Ten trap the rich man's heir; 
| | Others to catch the fair will puff, 
Their ſoap for ladies f faces, 
Fine turkiſh waſh, or ſome rare ſtuff, 
Which g ves a thouſand races; 
Thus when to queer 1 the folks they chuſe, | 
Tucy puff away ard cry rare news. 


| Players and dancers, well *tis known, 
©... Cain half their fame by puffing, 
With their own pra.ſc tuey cram the towny 
Their pocket meantime ſtuffing; _ 
Thus each to trick his neiglibour tries, 
The aim the golden tuff, Tk 
To gain the which they ſpars. no lies, 
But give ye puff for puff | 
But when to queer the folks 1 chuſ, 
I blow my horn and cry rare news. 


| DOLLY THIMBLE. f 
$USG BY MR, FAWCETT.. 
- Lo bucks of the town bi cheir fins ladies fairy 
And talk of their wonderful graces, 


1 neer can agree ſuch great beauties dwell there, 
To be ſure there” s foms-few pretty faces z 


1 1 


| ore one more fair than thoſe I a 
One ſo fair, ſo pretty, neat, and ſo nimble, 
Search rouhd the world, I'll defy you to bring, 
Such another as my Dolly Thimble. 7 


| 
} 
| 
| 
| 
| 
[ 


| In her cheeks are ſeen blend:d the lily and roſes 
In her ſhines the ſweetneſs of love ; 

I'm ſure that from earth my dcur girl ne er aroſe, | 
Deſcended ſhe's ſure from above: 
And when this {ir angel of f weetneſs I view, 
My heart dos ſo heat and ſo tremble, | 
- Struck dumb with ſurprize, i'm ſcarce abl- to oO, . 
This heayen-born maid—Dolly Fa 


— C— 


| 


O ye gods and ye goddeſſes, great or if ſrall, 
Who preſide o'cr us mortals below r, 
I pray you attend to atrus low ers's 4 | 
And relieve < tond heart of its woe; 
For my faith ſincere, I now claim reward, | 
Ye gods, in your favors be nimble, - | 
1 aſk not for riches, or fame by the ſword, 
But I aſk for my tair Lolly Thimble. 


5 
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BOLD vack. = 
| Tune—I:er up þ th e fronds, & « 


| W.. from atoft the Cailor VIEWS 
Around the briay main; 


| Behold afar the darliug foes, 
His maſter's rights proclaim: 


| 
| 
| 
| 


„ And every heart with rapture ; Ba, 
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Bold Jack, with courage, bawls aloud, 
The ſignal round is hur'd ; | 

And ſovereign grog is quaff'd 1 f 1 
White liberty 's the word. 


He hails the foe with hearty cheer, _ 

And ſovereign George proclaim z 

; His heart elate, he knows no fear, . | 5 

B.. England's righ's maintan n 4 

7 When thund” ring loud the Cannons roars | NE | 

Jack ſtill eajoys his joke | Fs 

E'en Neptune rite to join in choir, . | 
And hail the heart of oak. 


5 Lat wien at laſt tlie viftory's wong | 

And death around hir ſtares; 8 } 

; That heart where courage late did burn, | | 

\ Now melts and drops a tear; | 

Long may great George his right aſſert, | 
With glory to the world 5 = | \ 


When liberty's the word. 


nn ; ; : + 


LOVE FOR LOVE. 


| Tuns eu 5 the love tha: meers Fete, Wk | | 
V \ HEN Flora roond her 3 fprezd*y 3 
And flow'rets paint the ſmiling meads 3 . | 


When fiveet the choriſters of ſpring, EE . | 


Among the groves are heard to fing zo ; 
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And from the ſoft and cooing dove, : 
| 18 heard the note of love for love. 


TDD - ———_—_— ——— —˙«O— 


"Tis then with Bersev. unt 1 fray; | 1 

As innoce it as lambs at play; if 

Now ſæek the happy wooud-bine ſhade, | 

And view the f.ene around diſplay'd; | (| 

There every tender wiſh improve, | 7 6 | 

1 | And taſte the ſweets of love for love. | 
1 . f nere oft the moments to prolong, 5 | h 
* I tune m; pipe or raile che ſong; | 
| While from her kind and beaming eye, 9 
I find fond tende: aue reply 3 [2 

And all the ſweet: of life I prove, 7 

\ For Ba rst giv es me love for love. | | 


\ „ vine AND KISSES. 


* son BY Mr. Deuter, ar VauxHaLlL. 


For ſons of dane de ew t wir r kl, 

B), hunting a a {OX or care, 

We on th Clic, but corn to iu, 
Unlets! * 1 21 care. 


Pr 5 


3 Nemen and wine fre us; 
 We!l hunt the bottle merrily, 
Ah ſmacking J ißt in eborus, 


r 91 NI Ie II er AY 9 AE re IS 9m > —— — me e ̃¶ . ]ꝗ˙ ! « v1. e — —— — 
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Great Alexander ſury hurl'd, 
In chaſing he'd not halte; 
But aſter cartluns half the world, 
| He found himſelf at fault. 


_ Grave undertakers love the chace, 
They hunt sor jofs of breath; 
| For when we've run our earthly race, 
| They come in at the death. 8 


EE, That 3 are your 1 men, 
No ont can ſure deny, 75 
They goſlings chace, for cr in ten, 
And tithe = in full "ys | 


” We'll ws 4 , aye, fill apace, 
: And drink our way to fame; 
Liquer and love ſhall be our chace, 
Women and wine our game. 


WHEN IN WAR ON THE ock. u 4 
Suns pr Mr. Bassisrza, 


bh obs Avacreentic Se 


| \ 7 Hxx in war on hi ocean we meet th VR wh 


Tho? with ardor for corqueſt our boſoms may glow j 
Let us ſee on their veſſels Old England's flag wave, 


They ſhall find Britiſh ſailors hut conquer ta ſave, 


4 


And now their pale 2 we view from afar, | 
With three cheers they are welcom'd by each Britiſh tat „ | 
Whilſt the genius of Britain ſtill bids us advance, | 

And our guns hurl in thunder, defiance to France. 


But mark our laſt broadſide ! ſhe ſinks! down ſhe goes! 
| Quickly man all your boats—they no longer are foes 3 
To ſnatch a brave fellow from a watery grave, 
Is worthy a Britain who conquers to ſave; 


rr 


THE LOYAL NU T MAN, 


* BY MR, JOHANXOT, AT THE ROYAL $ALOON, 


Her. Nuts of all 3 very fins 
_ Who'll toſs, my Maſters ?—up and win. 
Here's Nuts ior thoſe who reliſh wine, 


\ 


, i OURS. tt. ·— — . , REY 
od —— 
5 1 . — 


5 And likewiſe thof- who ſancy gin. 
1 HFere's dainty Nuts for dainty maids, 
And here's your bachclor's alſo— 
Here's hearty Nuts for h-arty blades, 
And Nuts for , a harnuef- brau! 


% Lord bl: f me,” fays a cherry wk d dumb,” 25 * | 

| makes you ſo nutty this morning? I can't help it 
my dear,” ſays & 88 * haven't you heard the news ?—Earl _ 

Ho has given th e French ſuch a drubbing, with ſome 

| of 5 the be ſt ſeaſoned Nuts that were ever baked i in an over. 


| | | Come buy my Nuti=my dainty Nuts, | 
q 5 Fel ul deri, & Wo 
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© Here! Nuts of rue for all een . 
With Nuts for lawyers in vacation * 
Here's Nuts to quiet all contentions, | | 

And loyal Nuts for all the Nation. 
Here's Nuts as ſweet as any roſe, 
Por all che powers in alllance, 

| With Nuts to phyſic Britain's foes, 

And all who bid her Laws defiance. 


Aye, my Nuts of 1 hey are the Nuts for cclling ard | ig 
giving a reliſh to our wine ! The devil of a pretty girl 3 
| there i in the Country, but will take off a glaſs, and drink 


| | Succeſs to tie Happineſs of Old England, and good luck = BW ; 
* Fe lads that fight in defence of it. | | 5 
My fr etty Ne dainty au, „„ 85 5 ; 

ken de | RE 8 

e 5 „ „ „ 0 5 EY | 5 - 

- 1 f 

AR. 7 AND EDWIN. | 

| Tunt—ficw ſw veer in the 2 wy 1 S 5 „ 1 


= ; © ſweetwith my charmer to kiſs and to o toy, 4 
; ; Beneath the ſoft banners of Venus's joy; 5 „ ol 

There beauty unites while fond pl-aſures renew, Sl 
5 Þ or Mira, fair Mira, is conſtant and true, 7 


Aſſiſt me, ye lovers, the nymph to diſplay, 
More ſweet than the violet or hawthorn in Mag; 
May fortune ſtill crovn her with pleaſure and caſe, - 
For M:ra's delight is dear Edwin to pleaſe. 


; — — vin 
— —e— _ — — —ͤ = 
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1 NEW $0NGS, 


” SUNG AT VAUXHALL, 


Tom CARELESS. 


1 e By MR, DIGXUM. 


'T, M Carelefs was odd, like a genius, fone "IT 
And his heart, to ſpeak truth, was as odd as his e 3 | 

For he lighted all maxims to ſerve his own ends, | 
And he had but one purpoſe—a : zeal for his friends : 5 4 
His motto was this, in whatever you do, Eg | 
— 1 * Perfiſt in the right, and you're ſure to come chrolgh.' 


5 m life twas his fortune, alas ! totake bb 
| In forrows that wore and that wounded the heart > | 
To himſelf, like the Miſer, he kept all his grief; 
His philoſophy, ſilence, that ſlighted relief: 
When danger oppos'd him, he ſtill kept in view 
His old mn $6 < perſiſt, ard A re ſure to come t. urough.”? ? 


Men complain of the ſex, bet ſo france was his mi ind; 
I Treat them well, he would ſay, and che te ſurc to be kind. 
Wen he heard of bad people, this whimſical elf, 
Had a ſtrange way of thinking all good but himſclf: 
The world gave him talents he thought were not true, 
His empire was temper, and there ne came through: 


Ol ſoes, while he lived, he could reckon not one FE | 
When he died, all exclaimed, “ that good temper was gone.” | 
. oN C. AREL £55 had converſe which ſorrow . 


5 For he talk*d like a man with the heart of a child ; 


And to his laſt moments, this point kept in view, | 
Perſiſt in the right, and you're ſure to come through.” 


0 pITY 4 MAIDEN. 5 
BY 11 188 MILNE. 


7 V., youths, aw ye wands fo free, | 
I pray give attention and liſten to me, 
For truly my caſe is diſtreſſing and hard, 
1 none of your ſex will my counſel regard: : 
| If you with for a wife, | 
| To be happ o- life, 
5 Here s one that will ive you a heart for 2 heart | 
Come, come. prithee K 
| Or elſe 1 ſhall die, 
0 pity a maiden and pray take her part, 
| Ah, do—ah don _ 
f 0 pity a a maiden and pray take her part. 


Full ſcrentcen ſummers have now roll d BON | 
And ſtill I'm unmarried—a little too long ! 
But, f:nce I have waited the time I have ſaid, 

I'll tell you the huſband I now with to wed : 
Good fenfe I muſt find, 
In the youth to my mind, 


I  — —— — ——— —— 


— | 


1 3 


| Not A | fop or a coxcomb can e'er touch my heart 1 


No, no he muſt be 
Good temper'd and free— 


0, pity a maiden and pray take her part. 


Ah, do, al do, c. 


Should you turn in your minds now a virgin's advice, 
I charge you, ye bachelors, don't be too rice; | „„ 
Tho for virtue and ſo forth I me, ſtand the teſt, | 
O, you'll ind me no more chan? a woman at t deſt! | 


Indeed it is true, 
So mind what you do, 


re you dare for the Temple of Hymen to fart 3 * 


But Hould you incline, | 
Hand and heart to entwine, 
. pity a maiden and pray take her part. 
„ Als G0; — &c. . 
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tow DARE YOU KEEP TEASING & SRPEEZING | 


ME $0. 


By uns. MOUNTAIN. 


V "YL HEN 1 was a chit, juſt FF . indo my teens, | 


And the men woutd be aſking a kiſs; _ 
Thinks I to myſelf, I ſcarce know what it means, 
But 1 think I ought not to ſay yes: 


— — 
— —- 


. =p I ne 9 
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'To be fure it was fine 
When they call'd me divine, | 
Tho- I've timper'd and cry'd let rated 
| Q.dear; Sir, Ola! | 


I'll acquaint my mamma, | 


| If thus * 3258 RIES and ſqueezing me fv. | 


| Improving in n kill as 5 abeencing | in years, : 
Each le ſſon of love got by heart, | | 
1 More eager my 0pes, more decided my fears, | 
| Pure nature ſougnt refuge in art— 
At each ſwain that drew nig hy 
I look'd under my eye, 
And loiter*d pretending to go: 
If preſt to ſit down, 
I exclaim'd with a frown, : 


How dare you Kor: MY and queezing me ſa, 


Th Coqueting? 5 Now o'er, and hated fie life, 
Fach feeling is fairly confeſo d, 
; Artach'd to the duties of parent and ws; 
Ils nature ſtill reigns in the breaſt ; 
0 my heart's boſom friend, | 
I no coolneſs pretend, 
| Nor from him ſeem anxious to 80 . 
ä Þ Nor ever complain, 
With affected diſdain, 


But doubt whether ſqueezing be teazing or na. | 


| 
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THE GLORIOUS FIRST OF JUNE, 
SUNG BY MR. TAYLOR, | 


Qs OME let us raiſe the war-like lays 
Y Let ſame her trump attune, 
In glad remembrance of the day, 

The glorious firſt of June : 


1 When Britiſh Tars oft' ere — 


Did new renown obtain, | 
* And bravely prov'd their favor'd Iſle 
Still miſtreſs of the main: 
| Triumphant ſhall our navies plough 
The ſeas from ſhore to ſhore, | 
And France in future times know Howe 
5 To e. as before, 7 


| ee God his bed of rocks, 
Old Neptune eager roſe, 
Then ſternly ſh6ok his briny locks, 
To view the mighty foes; 
6 f Vain Galia, cty'd the fro ning gods 
DPDtäeteſted by their cauſe ; x 
Who'd rule the world with | iron rody | 
And break true Freedom's laws: | 
Theſe foaming billows ſoon ſhall fiow, 
Beſtain'd with purple gore, 
And Frenchmen to their coſt know Howe, 
To conquer as before. 


E53 


Andl lure ever ſince he has teaz'd me to death; 


[ 14 ] 


The foes defied this dread decree, 
| Refoly'd, with naval might, 
To win the empire of the ſca, 8 — 
Or periſh in the fight: e 
Tremendous then the battle rag dd, | 

| The waves feem*d all on fire; 

And dauntleſs ſhip and ſhip engag d, 
While fame did each inſpire: : | 
Some ſtruck, while others moving flow, | 
IT 0o gain their native ſhore, | 

8 Proclaim that Britiſh Tars know Howe | 
2 To gh as b befors. 


e 
GRAMACHREE. 2 . 
sur BI dns. FRANKLIN, 
| I. N the nd of Hibernia young Pat drew his 3 | 1 | 


| F ar ſweetly he fings, and makes love with ſuch art, 
By tie faith of St. Patrick he's ſhot thro? my heart: > 


. Wiio 4 bis gran: «chr ee Melly, ob, what can I do & | 5 1 


: He \ vows if 1 enter the conjugal ki, 

H' -h, to be fure—only make me his wife! 
Then fo tender he looks when we lovingly chat, 
That I long to be married but won't tell him that. 


With bis gram zachrees Sc. 


; 1 + 


lt Sunday at church he muſt fain tell the prieft, 
In a week or two more we are wedded at leaſt; 
And ſure ſince he ſaid it, my conſcience will ſay, 


It he don't lead me there, [ will ſhow him the way, 3 


With bis 3 Sc. 
e PE 


ELIZA. 


Be 


boxe BY „ MASTER PHELDL 


i " hark m $ roneful voter, 
= | Gives harmony to love's ſoft ſong ; - 
_ Huſh ev'ry rude and vulzar noiſe, 


Ye zephyrs ſoftly breathe along : 


See love herſelf ſtands if ning by, 
While Cupids hover round, 
Let not the tender heaving ſigh, | 

| Oy the ha ſound : _ 


: "Tis kine'y n to ow Ern voice 85 
When love inſpires the fong, _ 
But ah ! how muſt that ſwain rejoice, 
| Whoſe name her notes prolong. = 


FI 
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LUA AND SUSAN. 


SN BY MISS MILNE, | 


.. old England, cried WII LIAM invites s me to ame. 7 
And bids me, dear Sus Ax, relinquiſh thy charms, 
Yet ſtill thy lov'd image ſhall dwell in my heart, 
And 'midſt ev'ry danger ſweet tranſport impart ; 
Till with victory crown'd I return to the ſhore, 
Then PSAs dear 92 705 I U leave thee no more. 


To 8 nd Mars my fond uit 1 1 | 

Who ſooth'd me with ſmiles when my ſtory they heard © 
For with tears and with ſighs I their pity implor d. 
And begg'd they would ſpare the dear youth I ador d, 
And I ſaid, if a victor, they ſent him to ſhore. 

That MILLA, dear WILLIAM would * me no > en. : 


The gods thus 8 and I I thank'd PER indeed, 

The daughters of Albion in vain never plead, _ 

Een the whole Britiſh fleet in that glory ſhall tare, | 
Which we to beſtow on thy lover prepare : 
Soon in triumph, cried I, will our fleet reach the More, . 
Then WIL IIAu, dear WIr EIau, will leave me no more. 


While Britannia the laurels prepar'd for her Howe, 

He nobly exclaim'd, *ere the wreath grac'd his brow, 
"Twas the brave Britiſh ſeamen that vanquiſh'd the ſoe, 
And WII IIA N was foremoſt his courage to ſhow : | 

So with victory crown'd they return'd to the ſhore, 

And W1iLtiian, dear Wit Tian ſhall leave me no more. 


= u7 | þ 


I LET 1 BILLOWS ROAR, 
SUNG BY MR. DIGNUM. 


H E N whiſtling winds are- heard to . | 
8 tempeſts o'er the earth, | 
The ſeaman's oft daſh'd to and fro, 
| Yet cheerly taltes his birth; _ 
| And as he fearleſs mounts the ſhrouds, | 
_ Awhile the veſſel fwings, if 
| T ho” ſkies are mantled o er with clouds, 
I The gallant ſailor ſings: 


"Th pretty Pol L and honeft Jacks 
My girl and friend on ſpore, 
Will bail me at returning backs 

So let the * . 


W o'er the PEPPER yard, 

Wulle ſea in mountains riſe, | 5 

He takes a ſpell however hard, 
And danger e' er defies: 

| Ti, e ſtorm once o'er, the gallant t 

Let's fancy freely roam, 

And tho" from many a friend afar, 

Thus fings of thoſe at home. - 

| " "OP uns S . 


: On burning coaſts, or frozen ba, 
Alike in each extreme, _ 
The gallant ſailor's eber at eaſe, 
n with fortune” 8 ſtream * 


[ my * 


| To love and friendſhip ever true, 
| He ſteerslife's courſe along, 
And whereſoever ſailing to, 
5 : Fond hope elates his ſong. ! 
_ ONT Sc. Os 


a4 
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EET LOVE PLL MARRY THEE. 
8 SUNG BY MRS. MOUNTAIN. 


'H EN Donald firſt came wooing we, 
rr was on Cromarty- Green, 
The lad had long been loving me, 
Tho' I was but nineteen: 
5 He ſung of that and talk'd of this, 
And many things ſaid he, 


At length he cry'd, and took a kiſs, 


| Sweet love I'll marry thee : 
| My bonny blithſome winſome lafs, 
Sweet love I'll marry thee. 5 


100d himplain it munna be, e 
For why, I was too young; | | 


And was for tripping o'er the les, 


In ſpite of all he ſung: 
Stop, laſſy, ſtop awhile, he cry d, | 
And pulbd me on his knee, 

I tell thee thou ſhall be a bride, 

; | Sweet love I'll matry thee: 

My bonny blithſome winſome laſs, 
Sweet love Pl] marry thee. 


ä 10h [ 5 
I winna, eanna marry you, 
Said I, ſo let me go; | 
He kiſs d, he preſs'd, what could 1 4 
While he kept teazing ſo: EY 
: And wilt thou e*er prove falſe, Tad, 
O try me, love, ſaid he; 
| Why then, ſays I, I think we'll wed, 
_ _ Sweet love I'll marry thee: 
1 | * bonny blithſome winſome lad, 
5 Sweet love TOs 5 


26 „„ „ 002030000000 


Torx SONG. 


. "Wer: pledge of love 8 
| Sweeter than the dew bent roſe, 
| Rapture unalloy'd by 8 
Whence perennial pleaſure flows. 


Sweeter than the morning breeze, 

Waſted o'er the op'ning flow'r, 

Than the bloom of hawthorn trees, 
After May's pellucid ſhow'r. 


Theſe, my fair, like tranſient youth, 
|  Boaft their ſpring and difappear, 
But thy lips preſerv'd by truth, 
Breathe their ſweetneſs all the year. 


tw) 


ons STRUCK HOME, LED THe rar Br 
LORD HOWE. 


W. H E N knee, grown reelions, gave en e 
3 bing, 5 
And hurl'd at Britannia the threatiof defiance 3 

5 The Genius of Britain was thus heard to ſing, 
5 As ſhe ſmil'd on her navy and each art and ſcience. 
Ve tars of Old England, my ſons now advance, 
Proud Gallia ſhall ſoon Britiſh valour allow; 5 | 
| Your ſtout wooden caſtles ſhall ſoon humble France, 5 


_ Whens Britons ſtrike ne; led * way ** Lord Howe. 


* 1 by he 8 her tars * to arms, 1 
1 Each ſea- god look'd up on their actions with wonder, 
| |  Confution and terror the foe ſoon alarms, _ 
For what could avail the effects of their thunder. 


Ye tars of Old England twas yours to advance, 

And ſoon make each Frenchman your valour allow ; BH 
Your ſtout wooden caſtles have humbled proud France, 
"Þ or, Britons ſtruck home, led the yay by Love Howe.. - 


1 From his blood- beRtain'd bilows old Hine aroſe, : 
And waving his trident with j Joy o'er the main; 5 | 
Britannia triumphant aroſe o'er her foes, | 
. While the god of the ocean took part in the ſtrain. 
Fe tars of Old England twas yours to advance, 5 
And ſoon make each Frenchman your valour allow]. 
| Your ſtout wooden caſtles have humbled proud France, 
For, Britons ſiruck home, led the way by Lord Howe, 


N [ 121 1 


| THE M057-APPROVED. 
J 
. | Cong this Seaſon, (37944 


4 CT 


 BERMONDSEY - SPA. 


THE MARKET L458. 


Wy = * EWITZER. 


; my dad I RY OWN is buy poory 
| His cot can each comfort ſi ppl, 
The vine tendril curls round the door, 
| 1 And ſtreamlets meander anighz 
| Healthreignsandrewards ily toll, 
I tc at the lark's early ſong, 
| And meeting my ſwain at the ſtile, 
10 market we trip it along. 


1 Sweet ſcented as bloſſoms in May, 4 
Butter- prints my neat baſket o'erſpread, _ 
75 Milk-white chuckene, cream cheeſe, I diſplay, 

And I'll vouch'd ev ry egg is new laid : 


Wuile canvaſſing faſhions and ſipping my tea. | 
If we talk of our ſweethearts, what harm is in thats 


{| 122 "I- | 


| To partake in my 88 toll, 
My Swain holds it ne'er can be wrong, 
Bears the weight of my load with a ſmile, 
4 to market we trip it along. 


Arriv'd ſoon I purchaſers view, 

N Sell my ſtock very oft in a trice, 

? Reap the produce to induſtry due, 

| But nei er charge above market price, 
_ Returning, the way we beguile | 


1 With a tale, or a joke or aſong, 


| Snatch a warm parting kiſs at the ſtile, 
- To our cot then we wip it ang. 


cur CHAT. 
Mrs. LvL. 


. goſſip 1 I'm 4 inclin'd, | 
As other young laſſes will do you will find 6 
Wich them there i is few more happy than me, 


; Lis a all for the ks of a little Carr Cuar. ; 


: While i innocence governs aol we go, 


And prudence attends, there's no harm in't you know: 


lf we frolic with pleaſure where fancy invites, 
That artleſs amuſement tae boſom delights z 


L. 23 1 


a If * we + laugh or we fing, why what kms! is in that — 
®Tis all at the beſt but a little CyrT Cuar. | 


Some golfiping people have fcandal'd in vain, 
With Dolly or Molly I've nothing to dog 
If heedlefs, alas, the poor ſimpletons ſtray d, 
Lou know then the beſt is the leaſt that is aid: 7 
To publiſh their folly, I can't abide that, 
It's going beyond what I mean by Cart Car; 


I hope that my fate and my fortune will be, =, 
| | That folly will ne'er bring diſgrace upon me; 
That candour to others I wiſh to extend, pos 
Such candour I hope, will through life be my friend; 

Vour kindneſs I hope, and Ill thank you for tha, 
II you will but excuſe now my little Chir Cuar. 


| 000000200000 000000 


THE Came WEDDING. | 
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Mrs, Leavzr. | 


123 E beaux of « our Village are FR and look gail, 
| And many a lover among them I've had; = 
| But the ſight of the Camp ſo bewitch the Girls daily, 

| The Drum and Cockade ſure have drove us half mad: 
Let them fay what they will, a ſoldier for Nancy, 
I' haſten away to the Camp on the Green; 
' Young Cupid ſhall wound the dear youth to my fancy, 
' That ny rude creature—the Captain I mean. 
| 3 


„ JI... 

A ſoldier for me, for they kiſs us and plunder, 
With York's noble Duke, to the battle he'll go: 

And proud Valenciennes to our arms did ſurrender, 
In love and in fighting his courage he'll ſhew: 
0 Let them ſay what they will, a ſoldier for Nancy, 5 
I'll haſten away to the Camp on the Green ; 


| Young Cupid ſhall wound the dear youth to my ws : 
2 _ rude 8 — 1 mean. 


| Then cs you fine fellows your 1 and 25 
My ſoldier will never his valcur degrade ; 


27 he Chaplain has join'd us in wedlock this morning. 55 
At beat of the drum on the chearful parade: 
| Then liſten, dear girls, if you e*er wiſh to marry, 
Haſte away to the Camp, let your beauty be ſeea ; 
| Young Cupid will ne'er let your cauſes miſcarry. | | 
: Jo's find a {mart yoo. at | the FONG on the Cree. 


06062456 $00000000008 


rs I YOURE BUT IN Jar. 


Mrs. Wewirzen. 


| Or May lay morn as thro the mead in ſeach of 
_ aſtray, 


© Young Strephon, 3 by chance, aid meet, with looks fo 
Dlpthe and gay; 

He eagerly did ſeize my hand, and would have me cet, 
I frowning puſh'd him with rebuke —.ſays I you're but in jq. 


| 
' 


l 


6 


—— 


— — — 


Io keep a farm, few ſheep, a cow, alſo a homely cot: 1 
If you will to the Church then go, I ever ſhall be bleſt, 
My hand here take, I anſwer'd ſtraight.— I {er youre nt in 


What mo' a rude bullet ſhould ftrike off my nob, 


tw) 


My lovely maid, the ſwain reply'd, believe me I'm ſincere, 
The heart that dictates knows I'm true, for honor I revere; 
Dear girl, ſaid he, Tu! have a yo then claſp'd me to his 


breaſt, 


5 ny, ſays , vou loſe 1 your time—1 re 25 but i Wes . 


on, how me then, the youth exclaim'd, ner > leave me in 


_ deſpair, | 
17 you'll be mine, your happineſs, alt bs my ones ca re; 


Then oh! be kind to Strephon, true, and ſooth ny heart 


to reſt, 


| Be gone, ſays I, you men but bret. youre hae 1 je 99. — 


Of fortune I boaſt not, ſays he, it is my humbls lot 


J. 


„hee eee 


1E SOLDIER's DEP-4R IU RE. 


Mr, Prt.BROW. : 


„ 7, HY Matty, dear girl, 4 you lt mper and fob, — 


And figh till your heart's like to burſt ; 


Mine ſurely will not be the fir it : | | 
And denth we well know in the N field, | 
_ Reguzds neither rank or degree; | 


4 3 
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For when the grim tyrant fate s weapon doth wid, 

| __ He'd as leaf ſtrike the General as me, 

"hp Then cheer up, dear Molly, no longer * 

But banith your ſorrow afar; | 

. : It may be that I ſhall come ſafe home again, | 

3 with the e of War. | 


* Tho! i it may be wrote in the roll-book of fate, 

= That midſt the dread battle's alarm, | 
Poor Tom may receive a hard rap on the pates es * FJ 
br be lopp'd of a leg or an arm Es | 

Shall I ſhrink from my duty, when glory doth call 

Sjnhall Britain expect me in Vain r= 

Y Tho! a turf be my pillow, my breakfaſt a ball, | 

Why, d=—a me, if e'er | complains 

So it argufies nothing, my charmer, to cry, 

Let hope, then, to grief be a bar; 
There's a juſt God of battles that hovers on kighy 

| May reward me with Tr ophies of War. 


Midſt danger, 3 each Briton ſhould my | 
Endow*d with the ſoa! of a man; 
While foplings and fribbles may caper at home, 
Whoſe life's a mere flaſh in the pan : | 
But if ſo be I'm deſtin'd to die in my bed, 
And not in a battle be ſlain; 
Belike it may happen with laurels oer ſprec d, 
I'll come to my Molly again. WY, 
Then a truce to your whining, nor Molly thus cry, \ 
Don't you know while I'm fighting afar, 
There” s a juſt God of battles that hovers on high, 
Will reward me with Trophies of War. 


1127 -} 
THE MODERN VEIL. 


| Mr. | Pi L BROW. . 


| Fa A 'R Flora, the pride of the daify-deckd vale, | 


How long I have ſigh'd to in vain 3 


Au till tho? with truth I embelliſh'd my tale, 


No gleam of ſond hope can obtain: 


For ever ſince faſhion began to pervade 


Our fweet rural nymphs of the Dale, 


i Her face, which with rapture I've often ſurvey's, | 


Is * from ay ſight by a Veil 


3 Not Venus herfelf, higher 88 can ſhew, 


N or bright ruddy morning diſcloſe 


tore wuſtre, white ſipping the ſweet pearly dew, 


Nocturnally ſtill'd by the roſe: 


Bri en che fair maid is capricious and proud, 


And moves but in prudery's pale; 


Ear face like Aurora's when wrapt in a cloud, 


I. nid from * ſight by a Veil. 


| one Fe a fly perch'd on her blen pb. 
Which fure it miſtook for a roſe; 


Extracting Ambroſia, with rapturous ap, 85 
I envy'd the pleaſure it choſe. | 


| 0 would the ſweet maiden but deign to be kind, 
I then could true happineſs hail ; | | 
Fe Gods, tho? ſhe till hide her 3 let her lad.” 


Be free from coquettery's Veil, 


— = „ ˙ Ge eos WATT. 1 2 
— —— a—————_n— 


1 128 


ro SHAN'T, SIR. 
Mrs. Leaven, 


a 3 met me c' other day, : 
FBlitd young ſoldier Johnny, | 
Whither going, he did ſay, 
Pretty laſ, ſo bonny— 
stop awhile ind let us talk— 
No, ſays I, I can't, fir, 


Then, ſays he, with you I'll a . 


8 _ ys — You tan ty Sir. 


| Johnny dropp'd his hand with ward, 


And he kifs'd me ſweetly ; 
Les, he truly did, indeed, 

8 On, he did it neatly— 

| Still he cry'd, Come, let us wou— 
5 No, ſays II can't, ſir, Vp 


Then, ſays he, I'll gang with you 


= * 11 — ty Kr. 


| | Come, my dear, be kind—far⸗ 75 he- 


Soothe a lover's ſorrow ; 

| And to Church repair w th me, 

: Bonny laſs, to-morruw : 

Say you will, and eaſe my w 02 f 
No, Lays II can't, fir. 
Then, fad he, to war I'1l go— 
No, lay. IT. foar't, Sr. 


| 

| 
LE 

| 


# 
7 
| 
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E ERP, T0 THE GIRL I TLorz. 


Mr. Pisse. 


17. bent failor phony the Os 


Io face the taughty foe ; 


Be guards our coaſt, while luden f deer, 


And winds tempeſtous blow: 


— Tho" botdly ſtill he guards the coaſt, 


He's conſtant as the Dove; 


. And o*er his grog this is the toaſt = 


. Here? 8 to the Girl 4 love. 


| Aha ne cannons roar, 1 
- ':; And deadly bullets fly; 
= He ſtill exerts his utmoſt power, 


And danger does defy: 


He minds his duty to the laſt, 


Zis honeſt heart to prove ; 


| Ard Jrinks, when all the 0 paſt . 


Here's . Gir! [ love. 


Wu h conqueſt crown'd, he come: again, | 
To hail his native land; 


"Saie from the dangers of hs 3 


He leaps into the ſtrand : 


Sw: ft to his Nancy tiiere he flies, 


New raptures then to prove; 


2d drinks, with tender melting 1 = 


Eerc'; to the Girl I love. 


tw 1 


' MOCGY OF THE COT. 
Miſs W1LLIaMs. 
The Wards by Il. Kalle 


f Yon Wy would a courting £m 

And fain would marry Mog; 5 1 
| But Kate and Jane, and Betſey * | 

* = Would no way let him j jog: 55 ” : | 
Wich ſmiles each tried to gain his bears * 4 

5 But Hal car'd not a jot; N 1 

. For he in trut!: ſi\vore ne? er to o park. 

With Moggy of he Cot. 


Young Mogzy was his heart's de elight, | 
And ſhe lov'd him full well; - 
When on the Green they danc'd each niglat, 
There, am”rous tales wou'd tell: | 
__ She'd ſmile—he'l laugh, with ſach : a lee, | | 
: Was proud to own his lot— „ FO | 
They marry'd was—Hal paid his fee | 
: . To Moggy of the Cot, 8 | 


; Poor Dad and Mam was very glad 5 | 
To hear the happy news; ðᷣͤ | | 
with haſte they ran, dreſt in the plac 1 
The ribbons for to chuſe: 
Each lad and laſs met on the Green, 
To praiſe young Harry's lot; | 
Kate, Jane, and Bet, at Church was ſeen I 
With Moggy of the Cot. es 5 3 


1 
HEIGH® ! | 
tes Warcuran, | 


5 T, HE pleaſures of May 
_ TJavited to ſtray, | 
| Where cowſlips and violets blow ; 3 


When, bleſt with content, 


With the 1affes I went, | 
| But naw I repent it—Hcighe ! 


For Damon was there, 

30 graceful his air, 5 
Wich love I began ſoon to 8 "Wes 
In vain blooms the ſpring. 
In vain the birds ſing, | 

3 Cupid F m wounded—frighs! 


I'm terribly vex't, 

. Termented, perplext, | 
And ſcarcely can tell where I I go 1 
: If Damon paſs by, N 
How confuſed amn I, 

He's all that I wiſh bu. 


Twas but voter day, 


* While my lambs were at play, 


_ Sometimes they a rambling will e 20; ; 
He came in my view, = _ 
And faid—How do ye do? 
Ianſwer d tum en-. #- 


wt 


Should he aſk me to wed, 
As it runs in my head 
185 He has ſome inclination to do's | 
I ſhall ſurely comply, 
; For I own, bye-the bye, | 
| That will binder my auer 7 ; 


GEERESAICSCSREE FCS 


| Tunes « vain 1 TTY the woodsire 1 


| . ſoldier clad i in wi arms, 
Hghachold in vonder field; 
Whilſt echo's ſound, his ld 
| To 8 ee or to Fer . Do 


5 * glory yeaming from ach eye, 5 3 | 

Their ſtandard round they wi eld, 
5 | Refoly'd to conquer or to die, 

Fut never baſely yield. 

The trumpet ſounds, the Sglit's begun, 
| And Mars conducts the field; | | 

 Huzza, my boys, ſee victory's won, 
I To England all muſt yield. 


. THE SOLDIER c I mark IER ARMS : 


T- 


| 
| 


| 
| 
| 


# 


| VV. HY, „ tis true, yet like you Ix was young, | 
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rut u FAVOUR Ire 


So IN THE VILLAGE onosr. 
A. 4 at Sadler 4 Wells, 


Soxe—Mr. Oer. 


Like you cou'd have chirp'd, cou'd have danc'd — have 
| ſung jag 
And 'tis true too likewiſe, 5 
I'd a pair of ſuch eyes, 


That the Parſon, Exciſeman, the Lawyer and Checks 
_ Compar'd them to candles that ſhine in the dark, 
And moreover than that it is known very well, 


Tlat the Squire to the neighbours would frequently OY | 
That had I been a Lady, perhaps, do you fee, | 
| Why ne might——burt good lack that's all over with me. | 
Then tight not my Counſcl, becauſe I am old, | 
kemember, a Daughter ſhould do as ſhe” 8 told ; ; 
You'll find in the end, | 
Poor Goody your friend, 


SY Who bid you be cautious, of men to beware, 


4 For they'll lye and they'll flatter, then lord how they He, 
And if you'll believe me, why then my dear child, 
They'll play you ſuch tricks, it woy'd make one run wild; 
I've prov'd it myſclt, fo tis true do you ſee, 
But that, lackadaify's, all over with me. 
„ So 


— 


Sonc N. Dicnren. 


5 Boe awhile and lh u fing you a ait 

Shall make ev'ry ſoul of you laugh till you cry, 

And own you ne*er heard of a tale half ſo pretty, 
As what I'm beginning to tell by and bj; 

; Its all about Blunder O' Whack of Kilkanney, 

| Who took once from Dublin to London a trip, 


55 > r. or ſtaying at home why I thought ir all Blarney, 


0 I fet of and. wals'd all the way in a ſhip: 


MIS by luda, & 5 


be For I'd: an ould uncle I tell you my honey, . N 
Who died in the morning one night t other day, . 


5 And he very cjvily left me all his money, 
Becauſe, why, he could'nt well take it away; "My | 


TE So when J had money I rode it in chaiſes, 


And looked very big upon thof: that had done, 
1 For he that has no caſh may walk if he plzaſes, _ 


5 or if that don t TIDES him, why then he muſt r run: 


Mao my; 2 Weacks . 


80 to London I came, and 1 thought it fo pretty, 

Io ſee the folks crowding along in the Street, 

| : Where a body may walk from tlie Strand to the City, 
And run up againſt every ſzu! has you meet; 

And then there's the gentry ſo nate and ſo nimble, 

: As if to the buſineſs they born were and bred, : 

Who can flip off a watch, or a purſe, or a thimble, 


Or your eaten pick, of the hai off your head: 25 


e my Marl, & 


— — — — — 


sos o—Mr. Nonuas. | 


- * 7 HEN folks meet hy; diflentions = ſow, 

2 And breeding diviſions, encourage the Ws -- 
While falſe motives and colours they hold to our view, 
*Tis ; 4 Sign they might find ſomething better to do. | 


Zut i in England thank Heav? a we” re rather. too W wiſe, 
For our neighbours in France have now __ our . 
Aud however mad people together combine, | 
785 of lago yal _—_ you won't meet the leaſt ſign. ” 


Then let the Convention remit to come here, 
Io eat up our beef, er to drink our ſtrong beer, 
So Of that they 'II be thort, but if fighting they wiſh. | 
1 At each Spe i in the town they would meet a good diſh. 


| But 8 entertainment they'd find at the Buck, 
And they'd meet at the Elephant no better luck, _ 
* "They'd get their heads comb'd if they call'd at the We 
| Ay hey's run kw the SW als like a n of goed... 12 


5 They'd have little to > boaſt of ſacceſs to their nh.” 

I once the Brown Bear nugg d em faſt in his paves ; 
At the Boot they d get tpurr'd, at the Clog they'd get pegs? | 
Fr om te F reemaſpn” $ Arms _— ſoon * to their ap: 


5 Tue Lions, no matter of black, OL or ind | 

| Woou'd prove that they good Britiſh Lions were bend” 
The Tyger to Frenchmen wou'd hardly be civil, 

15 Aud they 0 get from the ng} 3 all 1 to the Derik 


418-1 


Pray the Sign of the KING ever meet with reſpect, 
And our good Conſtitution each Briton protect; 


And may he who firſt caus'd all the troubles in France, 


Be hung on a ſign-poſt, on nothing to dance. 


Sone Mes RCHA NT. | 


= Me name” O 1 Halliard, 1 care not a tl. 


; Who vapours, who ſwaggers, who ſtruts or looks big q 1 


Muy girl I can court, for my King I can fight, 
And ſhiver my timbers ! I think I am right: 
| Fier Itake ev "ry chance as 1 bat pen to fird 1 
> nd if they turn creſs, why then I neber mind it 3 3 
Ts fooliſh a"ye ſee fer to fidget ard fre: ES 
And a uh come: — tis the Fe * to tet 8 


| Let 1 fall out, w oy: what then * 
: They re welcome, for Harry, to fall in again | 
Let Frenchmen for Freedom each other r 
7 Freach — 1 hate, and I won't be 2 crop. 


But FA rake ev wy chance 85 Gs 5 


| When A is wich I . this 8 | 
That a true honeſt heart has got nothing to fear ; . 
And let the worſt come, I am not ſuch a dunce, 
nn Nor to know that Old Davy can take me but once. 


Se Pi run ew ry aue z c. 


- 3 _— 


* . —— —ÿÜů]ñ—— —— 
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Then there's 5 Hughes 5 aa Altley's odd whims and 


capcrs, | 
Where horſes have every ride but 6 


5 And the jockies all ride as you read in the papers, 


On tree borſ-s at once; with a leg pon each z 


And then there's your Sieges and Battles ſo clever, 
Where wooden batallions all join in the ſtrife, 
And ſoldier, of paſleboard each other difſever, 


And al the dead men looks as 5 natural as 28. 
NERC With a Whack, | Te. 


Then * Dublin 1 ava d al ts ai all day, 


While the ſhip in the water was led ſuch a dance, 


: That fomet.ow we found ſhe'd miſtakpn her way, 


And instead of dear Dublin we landed i in France; ; 


- Where, it a man dare his opinion to mention, 


Before he can ſpeak it they chop off his head! 


For t. of? ugly ſpalpeens that are call'd the Convention, SE 


Never oY a ur! fellow till after he's dead. 
With a Whach, &c. . 


1 And ſo by my 3 Left then behind, Sir, 


And ſoon made the beſt of my way from the South ; 4 


N For how did I know but they might be fo kind, Ks, 


As to ſend home O- Whack with his head in bis mouths 


And to London return'd, I was pleas'd dye ſee, Sir, 


To think from thoſe blood -hounds I ſafe had got back ; : 


| For if they had happen'd to Guillotine me, Sir, 


'T would have ſpo.l'd all the finging of Plunder 
M Whack. 5 
1 mib a Mac, Cc. 
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 Jonc—Mr. Dicnrox, ; 


e As, WEDDING's a wedding the univerſe over, 


From Pekin to London, from Turkey to Dover; 


Married folk are the ſame, here ver they're korn, 
2 From the Oy of Good Hope till you double Cape Horn. 
| | | And fi bag. Balinimona Oro, — "> 


. Wen a King means to 5; wed, why he does it by proxy, 
And ſends over a lord to eſpouſe his fair doxy; | 
| When a commoner marries, the bridegroom, poor elf! 1 
5 I obliged. to 80 thro* all the buſes himſelf. 


Te © Owhyee, they 3 there” Sa Rick brake i in two, - 


If you look in Cooke” 8 Voyage, y ou”ll find it is true; 


In England they never break ſticks it is ſaid, 
- But married folks often break—each other” 5 head ! 4 


| A foldier and laffy ji jump over a fd. 


| A failor and girl oft take each other”s word, 


3 8 Scotland _s haggies, hadgs-podges” — ſheep's 1 


. A Jew may eſpouſe his great aunts or his couſins, : ; 
And Turks by their wives, like our r chickens, by dozens. 


| Ara wedding in Ireland, 3 3 friſky, | 
With black eyes, bloody noſes, punch, claret, and whiſkey ; 


= . 
To And in Holland they ſmoke till they re all pu t to bed. | ® 


| By 1 forms we are © join'd to an aides. 
s May huſband and wife live like ſiſter and brother : , 
Be the int'reſts of Britain united for ever} 5 
Like folks that are married te ſeparate never. 


5 E 
- Frugality without meanneſs. 
The ſteady friends of Britain. 


May our happineſs be ſincere and our joys $ laſting. 
May Wiſtom and Diſcretion be our pilots. 


8 Since Tit, in friendſhip, and conſtancy i in love. 


May. the aFors of vice ſink in the firlt ſcene . 

_ May proſperity ever be the n en of a humane and 
charitable heart. 5 . LE 

May we never ſpeak to deceive e, nor l fem. to 6 biting: 

5 May we never murmur without a cauſe, and never have 

| cauſe to murmur. 5 „%%% 

5 May our hounds, horſes, and hearts nev er fall us. 

A hom ly wife, a neat retreat. | | 


Merit to win a heart, and ſenſe: to keep it. 


May inclination for doing good never ant ability. 
May he who wiſhes to deceive ever be deceived. 
| May genius and merit never want a friend. + 


| May the nation be bleffed with oy and * . with | 


_ gratitude. 


: May the ſciffars of experience clip the wings of extravagance | 


The virtuous fair—and the fair virtuous. 
The lovers of honour, and honourable lovers. | 


DP  Conftancy i in love, and fincerity in friendſhip. 


May we ever learn to correct een e we e begin to | 


correct others, 
May we check paſſion before then checks us. 
May the road to happineſs be lighted * virtue. 


The ſteady friends of Britain. 


| 


7 


h 


4 


| 


Ifay our endeavours be alveays fucceſoful, when engaged] 


under the banner of juice. 
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All that love can give or ſerſibility enjoy. 

May health pairt the cheek and ſincerity the heart. 
May we breakfaſt with health, dine with friendſhip, crack 2 
bottle with mirth, and ſup with the goddeſs contentment. 
A ſpecd exportation of all the enemies of Great- Britain ; 

without a drawback. | 

May life laſt as long as it's worth wearing, | 
May we take reaſon and paticore in the right. hand, ard | 
hope in ti. leſt. | 


WI. brav ery ccc: 8 victory t to Britain, may mercy aid the 
conqueſt, 


May wc never make matrimony matter ral money. 
The horveſt ef Ilie, love, wit and good humour. 

When wir z ennvens che a [et SES ſurround the 
bottle. | = e : 
Adel ition 20 our trade, fubtragi ion to our taxes, , and multi. : 

- plication to our manufacories. | 

Cala! 17 to thoſe who w oul! wake us feel it. | „ 
May the tice of fortune Hc at us into the nrbour of content. 
May content he the fate of ſuch among us as ſtrut in | 
worcizn topper; , to the deſtruction ot rhe trade and manu- 

fictures ot Great- Britain, TOA | 
Ma; t:.. time piece oſ lite be 3 by the dial of virtue. 
May ſentunent never be ſacrificed by the tongue of deceit. £ 
May we ever keep the whip-hand of our enemies. | 
May every luccceding year Rrengthen o our friendſhip and-1 BY 

creaſe our proſperity. | e 
May the examples of evil produce good, and — effect | 
that r-formation to which puniſhment has proved ay 
effectual. 


| COMPLETE. * TOAST MASTER. | 
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3 may the HAN MONTS 7 faccefaful prove, 
The ſullen brow of long-fac'd Care to move; 5 
lay Fame, to ſound its merits, never ceaſe, 
And every year its welcome Sale increaſe. 
A little aeration, Ds 5 | 
Without a revolution, 
The ſame King, 
And the ſame Conſtitution. 


The King—and may he eyer reign in tue TR of his people. 
The Queen—and may ſhe ever retain the ee of her 
grateful ſubjects. | 


The Prince of Wales—ard may he 1 the heir apparent to a 


Britiſ Crown of Rory and happineſs, 


The Dat: F York—and may he ever efpouſe the cauſe of true 


liberty, and cruſh that of deſpotiſm. 
Lord Hogdand the brave French royaliſts. 


| May the French know Horoc to be the conqueror of the feas, 


The wooden walls of Old England. 
The liberty of the Preſs without licentiouſnef.. 


. May the opening bud. of liberty r never * blighted by the 5 : 


chilling blaſts of deſpotifm. _ ; 
7 Peace, liberty, and liberality throughout the wor: 


The King—and long yk he remain the nes of our lor ous 


Conſtitution. 


| : May the endeavours of deſpots 1 to enflave mankind ever 


mret with di iſcrace and overthrow. 
| i May ſucceſs attend us, whilſt we continue to deſerve i it. 
Proviſion to the unprovided. _ 0 | 
May reaſon guide the helm when paſſion blows the gale, 
_ Youth without folly and age without pain. 
May thoſe who would enflave, become ſlaves tnemſelves. 


8 Love and the bottle, when by aa Þ we & ſerve the one 1 3 


and temperance the other. 


May the ſowers of ſeaition ever meet with diſgrace and - 


_ overthrow. 


May the glowing and invigorating Fg: of bert ſpread its 


. erlivening influence throughout the world. 

: To every fair face a fair heart. 

| _ Love 'S pure: bliſs to him who virtue ries, 

Tis muddy dregs to where ſoul luſt redes. 

? May honeſty, virtue, and genius rife to power and honours, 


whit roguery, toy, d vics kink into ſhame and cis 


> yon. 
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} » 0000000 6662 522 „%%%%%%%%%„ $59» „ „ „% „ 605000% 66000000000050000008 


—S0S-—»> 0 66-02-8208 


bbs op obo es 0 ůj· 9 997* 2 „ „ „„%„% 


2 „ „„ 25 voopperececg 


e 


Lord Mira) s Fa "ancy, 


; 8 9 0 lands three pond — the frond dio 3 
the ſame with the ſecond aden, lead down the middle, 


u vp again 3 right and left. 1 


| . PD of yo” | 5 
1 ſides a back again ; right hands ht TY 3 


hands, back * croſs over one coupe; ; ; right and left. 5 


| | Mrs. Caleman's Delight. 1 
Firſt 3 turn the ſecond lady; firſt lady turn the 


| ſecond Gentleman ; 1 croſs over one couple; right and Lett ” 


| T! e Honours of War. | | 
Three lades take hands and go round the W 3 : 


men; ture gentlemen go round the three ladies; lead down _ 
the midcle, up again and caſt otf; Alle mande with yur | 
Pn: 


| Major Gr abam' s Fancy, | 
Caſt off two couple, up again, Ia down the middle, up 957 


| _ turn corn 7; lead outſides. 


| Th e Rowing Ms: 1 


i 5 The firſt gentleman ſwing the econd lady with his ri che ; 
han jʒ then his partner with his left; 3 firit lady do the ſame 


lead down the middl: 3 up again and caſt off ; e 0 
. ound. 


| The Birth Day. . | 
Change fides and back again; lead down the middle; ; up 


couple pou 'N 


E 
Be 3 Camp. 


Firſt gentleman foot and change places with the eat 
lady; the lady do the ſame with the ſecond gentleman » lad 


down the middle; up again and caſt off; hands four at bot- 


8 — right and fe at top. 


The Mountaineers. 


Change fides ai back again; ads care and backe | 


again; lead down the middle, up again and caſt oft; right | 


f and left. 
Ca; tain Pellest“: Delis 5 f. 
Firſt couple ſet to the ſæcond lady; hand three round; 


| he ſame to the ſecond gentlzman ; kad down the middl-, : J 


5 * _ and caft off; alle mande with your e 5 
| 7 . ad Mach: i de by Fer "CY. 55 


The firſt and ſ-cond couple ſet hands acrofs; the fins 


— back again; kad down the midale 3 up again and caſt off; 


T's Toy 


5 Right hands acroſs, left hands. back again; bead down the L | 
micidle wp again ; nn. W.th your partner; bands. ux 


- round. | | 
#2 La Fricaſſ.e Dance. „„ Tr 


+ . and ri zht hands acroſs half round; e 20 
= left hands back again ; lead own the middle; 5 up again } 


=o hands fix your round. 
_ Sherrinpham Hail. 


| Firſt couple. turn tlie ſecond lady; ; ſame with the ſecond 0 
War ad Gown the middle; 3 up: Vin; right _ 


Fn” * 

, | Sir Sidney Smiths Dehght. be 
= 8 des ; hey on your own ſides; lead Joven 
| the witdle, * again, Ws ſix quite round. | | 


| i or . Sac b $ FJigg. ö , | : 1 
Ar bree ladies go round the three gentlemen; three gentle » 


men go round the three ladies z lead down the mid „ up 


again and caſt of; hangs fix ound. 
TM E EN D. 


To ; 
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